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THE WOMAN IN WHITE. “Only at first,” I replied. “ My mind was 
“ quieted, Marian, by my trust in you. Was I 


FART THE SECOND. HARTRIGHT’s NARRATIVE, | "ght in attributing this sudden change of place - 


XII. to some threatened annoyance on the part of 
Ir was between nine and ten o’clock before I | Count Fosco ?” - m : ; 
reached Fulham, and found my way to Gower’s| “ Perfectly right,” she said. “I saw him 
Walk. yesterday; and, worse than that, Walter—I 
Both Laura and Marian came to the door to | spoke to him.” . 
let me in. I think we had hardly known how|_, “Spoke to him? Did he know where we 
close the tie was which bound us three together, | lived? Did he come to the house ?” ; 
until the evening came which united us again.|_ “ He did. To the house—but not up-stairs. 
We met as if we had been parted for months, Laura never saw him ; Laura suspects nothing. 
instead of for a few days only. Marian’s face | ! will tell you how it happened: the danger, [ 
was sadly worn and anxious. I saw who had believe and hope, is over now. Yesterday, I 
known all the danger, and borne all the trouble | Was in the sitting-room, at our old lodgings. 
in my absence, the moment I looked at her. | Laura was drawing at the table; and I was 
Laura’s brighter looks and better spirits told me | Walking about and setting things to rights. I 
how carefully she had been spared all knowledge | passed the window, and, as I passed it, looked 
of the dreadful death at Welmingham, and of | out into the street. There, on the opposite side 
the true reason for our change of abode. | of the way, I saw the Count, with a man talking 
The stir of the removal seemed to have cheered | to himn——” __ F , 
and interested her. She only spoke of it as a| “Did he notice you at the window ?” 
happy thought of Marian’s to surprise me, on} , “ No—at least, I thought not. I was too 
my return, with a change from the close, noisy | Violently startled to be quite sure.” 
street, to the pleasant neighbourhood of trees| “ Who was the other man? A stranger ?” 
and fields and the river. She was full of pro-| “Not a stranger, Walter. As soon as I 
jects for the future—of the drawings she was to | could draw my breath again, I recognised him. 
finish ; of the purchasers I had found in the | He was the owner of the Lunatic Asylum.” 
country, who were to buy them; of the shillings |, “ Was the Count pointing out the house to 
and sixpences she had saved, till her purse was him ? ; X 
so heavy that she proudly asked me to weigh it|_ “No; they were talking together as if they 
in my own hand. The change for the better had accidentally met in the street. I remained 
which had been wrought in her, during the few | at the window looking at them from behind the 
days of my absence, was a surprise to me for | Curtain. If I had turned round, and if Laura 
which I was quite unprepared—and for all the had seen my face at that moment——Thank 
unspeakable happiness of seeing it I was indebted | God, she was absorbed over her drawing! 
to Marian’s courage and to Marian’s love. They soon parted. The man from the Asylum 
When Laura had left us, and when we could | went one way, and the Count the other. I 
speak to one another without restraint, I tried | began tohope they were in the street by chance, 
to give some expression to the gratitude and the | till I saw the Count come back, stop opposite 
admiration which filled my heart. But the | to us again, take out his card-case and pencil, 
nerous creature would not wait to hear me. | Write something, and then cross the road to the 
‘hat sublime self-forgetfulness of women, which -— below us, I ran past Laura before she 
yields so much and asks so little, turned all her | could see me, and said i had_ forgotten some- 
thoughts from herself to me, and made her first | thing up-stairs. As soon as I was out of the 
interest the interest of knowing what I had | room, 1 went down to the first landing, and 
felt, on receiving her note that morning, and waited—I was determined to stop him if he tried 
what difficulties I might have encountered in | to come yong He made no such attempt. 
iastening my return to London. The girl from the shop came through the door 
“Thad only a moment left before post-time,” into the passage, with his card in her hand—a 
she said, “or I should have written less abruptly. large gilt card, with his name, and a coronet 
You look worn and weary, Walter—I am afraid | above it, and these lines underneath in pencil : 
ly letter must have seriously alarmed your” I° Dear lady’ (yes! the villain could address me 
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in that way still)—‘ dear lady, one word, I im- 
plore you, on a matter serious to us both.’ If 
one can think at all, in serious difficulties, one 
thinks quick. I felt directly that it might be 
a fatal mistake to leave myself and to leave you 
in the dark, where such a man as the Count was 
concerned. I felt that the doubt of what he 
might do, in your absence, would be ten times 
more trying to me if I declined to see him than 
if I consented. ‘ Ask the gentleman to wait in 
the shop,’ I said. ‘I will be with him in a 
moment.’ I ran up-stairs for my bonnet, 
being determined not to let him speak to 
me in-doors. I knew his deep ringing voice; 
and I was afraid Laura might hear it, even in 
the shop. In less than a minute I was down 
again in the passage, and had opened the door 
into the street. He came round to meet me 
from the shop. There he was, in deep mourning, 
with his smooth bow and his deadly smile, and 
some idle boys and women near him, staring at 
his great size, his fine black clothes, and his 
large cane with the gold knob to it. All the 
horrible time at Blackwater came back to me 
the moment I set eyes on him. All the old 
loathing crept and crawled through me, when 
he took off his hat with a flourish, and spoke to 
me, as if we had parted on the friendliest terms 
hardly a day since.” 

“ You remember what. he said ?” 

“T can’t repeat it, Walter. You shall know 
directly what he said ahout you—but I can’t 
repeat what he said to me. it was worse than 
the polite insolence of his letter. My hands 
tingled to strike him, as if I had been a man! I 
only kept them quiet by tearing his card to pieces 
under my shawl. Without saying a word on 
my side, [ walked away from the house (for fear 
of Laura seeing us); and he followed, protest- 
ing softly all the way. In the first by-street, I 
turned, and asked him what he wanted with me. 
He wanted two things. First, if I had no ob- 
jection, to express his sentiments. I declined to 
hear them. Secondiy, to repeat the warning in 
his letter. I asked, what occasion there was for 
repeating it. He bowed and smiled, and said 
he would explain. ‘The explanation exactly con- 
firmed the fears I expressed before you left us. 
I told you, if you remember, that Sir Per- 
cival would be too headstrong to take his 
friend’s advice where you were concerned ; and 
that there was no danger to be dreaded 
from the Count til} his own interests were 
threatened, and he was roused into acting for 
himself ?” 

“ T recollect, Marian.” 

“ Well; so it has really turned out. The Count 
offered his advice; but it was refused. Sir Per- 
cival would only take counsel of his own vio- 
lence, his own obstinacy, and his own hatred of 
you. Tne Count let him have his way ; first 
privately ascertaining, in case of his own in- 
terests being threatened next, where we lived. 
You were followed, Walter, on returning here, 
after your first journey to Hampshire—by the 
lawyer’s men for some distance from the rail- 
way, and by the Count himself to the door of 





the house. How he contrived to escape being 
seen by you, he did not tell me; but he found 
us out on that occasion, and in that way. Having 
made the discovery, he took no advantage of it 
till the news reached him of Sir Percival’s deat! 
—and then, as | told you, he acted for himself, 
because he believed you would next proceed 
against the dead man’s partner in the conspiracy, 
He at once made his arrangements to meet the 
owner of the Asylum in London, and to take him 
to the place where his runaway patient was 
hidden; believing that the results, whichever 
way they ended, would be to involve you in in- 
terminable legal disputes and difficulties, and to 
tie your hands for all purposes of offence, so far 
as he was concerned. That was his purpose, 
on his own confession to me. The only con- 
sideration which made him hesitate, at the last 
moment re 

“Yes ?” 

“Tt is hard to acknowledge it, Walter—and 
yet I must! J was the only consideration. No 
words can ‘say how degraded I feel in my own 
estimation when I think of it—but the one weak 
point in that man’s iron character is the horrivle 
admiration he feels for me. I have tried, for the 
sake of my own self-respect, to disbelieve it as 
long as I could; but his looks, his actions, force 
on me the shameful conviction of the truth. The 
eyes of that monster of wickednéss moistened 
while he was speaking to me—they did, Walter! 
He declared, that at the moment of point- 
ing out the house to the doctor, he thought of 
my misery if I was separated from Laura, of my 
responsibility if I was called on to answer for 
effecting her escape—and he risked the worst 
that you could do to him, the second time, for 
my sake. All he asked was that 1 would re- 
member the sacrifice, and restrain your rashness, 
in my own interests—interests which he might 
never be able to consult again. I made no sucli 
bargain with him; I would have died first. But 
believe him, or not—whether it is true or false 
that he sent the doctor away with an excuse— 
one thing is certain, I saw the man leave him, 
without so much as a glance at our window, or 
even at our side of the way.” 

*T believe it, Marian.’ The best men are not 
consistent in good—why should the worst men 
be consistent in evil? At the same time, I sus- 
= him of merely attempting to frighten you, 

y threatening what he cannot really do. 
doubt his power of annoying us, by means of the 
owner of the Asylum, now that Sir Percival is 
dead, and Mrs. Catherick is free from all control. 
But let me hear more. What did the Count say 
of me ?” 

“He spoke last of you. His eyes brightened 
and hardened, and his manner changed to what 
I remember it, in past times—to that mixture 
of pitiless resolution and mountebank mockery 
which makes it so impossible to fathom hiu. 
‘Warn Mr. Hartright !’ he said, in his loftiest 
manner. ‘He has a man of brains to de: 
with, a man who snaps his big fingers at the 
laws and conventions of society, when he mea- 
sures himself with mz. If my lamented friew 
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had taken my advice, the business of the Inquest 
would have been with the body of Mr. Hart- 
right. But my lamented friend was obstinate. 
See! I mourn his loss—inwardly in my soul; 
outwardly on my hat. This trivial crape ex- 
presses sensibilities which I summon Mr. Hart- 
right to respect. They may be transformed to 
immeasurable enmities, if he ventures to disturb 
them! Let him be content with what he has 
got—with what I leave unmolested, for your 
sake, to him and to you. Say to him (with my 
compliments), if he stirs me, he has Fosco to 
deal with. In the English of the Popular 
Tongue, [ inform hin—Fosco sticks at nothing! 
Dear lady, good morning.’ His cold grey eyes 
settled on my face—he took off his hat solemuly 
—bowed, bareheaded—and left me.” 

“Without returning? without saying more 
last words ?” 

“He turned at the corner of the street, and 
waved his hand, and then struck it theatrically 
on his breast. I lost sight of him, after that. 
He disappeared in the opposite direction to our 
house ; and [ ran back to Laura. Before I was 
in-doors again, | had made up my mind that we 
must go. The house (especially in your absence) 
was a place of danger instead of a place of safety, 
now that the Count had discovered it. If | 
could have felt certain of your return, I should 
have risked waiting till you came back. But I 
was certain of nothing, and I acted at once on 
my own impulse. You had spoken, before leav- 
ing us, of moving into a quieter neighbourhood 
and purer air, for the sake of Laura’s health. 
I hal any to remind her of that, and to suggest 
surprising you and saving you trouble by 
managing the move in your absence, to make 
her quite as anxious for the change as I was. 
She helped me to pack up your things—and she 
has arranged them all for you in your new work- 
ing-room here.” 

“What made you think of coming to this 
place ?” ' 

“My ignorance of other localities in the 
neighbourhood of London. I felt the necessity 
of getting as far away as possible from our old 
lodgings; and I knew something of Fulham be- 
cause 1 had once been at school there. I 
despatched a messenger with a note, on the 
chance that the school might still be in exist- 
ence. It was in existence: the daughters of my 
old mistress were carrying it on for her; and 
they engaged this place from the instructions 1 
had sent. It was just post-time when the mes- 
senger returned to me with the address of the 
house. We moved after dark—we came here 
sa unobserved. Have I done right, Walter? 

ave | justified your trust in me?” 

I answered her warmly and gratefully, as I 
really felt. But the anxious look still remained 
on her face while I was speaking ; and the first 
qustee she asked, when I had done, related to 

ount Fosco, I saw that she was thinking of 
him now with a changed mind. No fresh out- 
break of anger against him, no new appeal to 
me to hasten the day of reckoning, escaped her. 
Her conviction that the man’s hateful admira- 


tion of herself was really sincere, seemed to 
have increased a hundredfold her distrust of his 
unfathomable cunning, her inborn dread of the 
wicked energy and vigilance of all his faculties. 
Her voice fel low, her manner was hesitating, 
her eyes searched into mine with an eager fear, 
when she asked me what I thought of his mes- 
sage, and what J meant to do next, after hear 
ing It. 

“Not many weeks have passed, Marian,” 
I answered, “since my interview with Mr. 
Kyrle. When he and I parted, the last words I 
said to him about Laura were these: ‘Her 
uncle’s house shall open to receive her, in the 
presence of every soul who followed the false 
funeral to the grave; the lie that records her 
death shall be publicly erased from the tomb- 
stone by the authority of the head of the family ; 
and the two men who have wronged her shall 
answer for their crime to mE, though the justice 
that sits in tribunals is powerless to pursue 
them.’ One of those men is beyond mortal 
reach. The other remains—and my resolution 
remains.” 

Her eyes lit up; her colour rose. She said 
nothing; but I saw all her sympathies gathering 
to mine, in her face. 

“1 don’t disguise from myself, or from you,” 
I went on, “ that the prospect before us is more 
tlian doubtful. The risks we have run already 
are, it may be, trifles, compared with the risks 
that threaten us in the future—but the venture 
shall be tried, Marian, for all that. I am not 
rash enough to measure myself against such a 
man as the Count before [ am well prepared for 
him. I have learnt patience; I can wait my 
time. Let him believe that his message has 
produced its effect; let him know nothing of 
us, and hear nothing of us; let us give him full 
time to feel secure—his own boastful nature, 
unless I seriously mistake him, will hasten that 
result. This is one reason for waiting; but 
there is another, more important still. My 
position, Marian, towards you and towards 
Laura, ought to be a stronger one than it is 
now, before I try our last chance.” 

She leaned near to me, with a look of surprise. 

“ How can it be stronger?” she asked. 

“1 will tell you,” I replied, “ when the time 
comes. It has not come yet: it may never come 
at. all. I may be silent about it to Laura for ever 
—I must be silent, now, even to you, till I see 
for myself that I may harmlessly and houourably 
speak. Let us leave that subject. There 
is another which has more pressing claims 
on our attention. You have kept Laura, mer- 
cifully kept her, in ignorance of her husband’s 
death E 

“Oh, Walter, surely it must be long yet, 
before we tell her of it ?” 

“No, Marian. Better that you should re- 
veal it to her now, than that accident, which no 
one can guard against, should reveal it to her az 
some future time. Spare her all the details— 
break it to her very tenderly—but tell her that 
he is dead.” 








“You have a reason, Walter, for wishing her 
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to know of her husband’s death, besides the rea- 
son you have just mentioned ?” 

*T have.” 

A reason connected with that subject which 
must not be mentioned between us yet >—which 
may never be mentioned to Laura at all ?” 

She dwelt on the last words, meaningty. 
When I answered her, in the affirmative, I dwelt 
on them too. 

Her face grew pale. For a while, she looked 
at me with a sad, hesitating interest. An 
unaccustomed tenderness trembled in her dark 
eyes and softened her firm lips, as she glanced 
aside at the empty chair in which the dear 
companion of all our joys and sorrows had been 
sitting. 

“T think I understand,” she said. “I think 
I owe it to her and to you, Walter, to tell her 
of her husband’s death.” 

She sighed, and held my hand fast for a 
moment—then dropped it abruptly, and left the 
room. On the next day, Laura knew that his 
death had released her, and that the error 
gg calamity of her life lay buried in his 
tomb. 


His name was mentioned among us no more. 
Thenceforward, we shrank from the slightest ap- 
proach to the subject of his death; and, in the 
same scrupulous manner, Marian and I avoided 
all further reference to that other subject, 
which, by her consent and mine, was not to be 
mentioned between us yet. It was not the less 
present {o our minds—it was rather kept alive 
in them by the restraint which we had imposed 
on ourselves. We both watched Laura more 
anxiously than ever; sometimes waiting and 
hoping, sometimes waiting and fearing, till the 
time came. 

By degrees, we returned to our accustomed 
way of life: it was the best, the only means 
in our power of helping Laura to look away 
again from that past sorrow and suffering which 
the inevitable disclosure had recalled to her 
mind. We all wanted the quiet and repose 
which we had now found. I resumed the 
daily work, which had ‘been suspended during 
my absence in Hampshire. Our new lodgings 
cost us more than the smaller and less con- 
venient rooms which we had left.; and the claim 
thus implied on my increased exertions was 
strengthened by the doubtfulness of our future 
a. Emergencies might yet happen which 
would exhaust our little fund at the banker’s ; 
and the work of my hands might be, ultimately, 
all we had to look to for support. More per- 
manent and more lucrative employment than had 
yet been offered to me was a necessity of our 
position—a necessity for which I now diligently 
set myself to provide. 

It must not be supposed that the interval of 
rest and seclusion of which Lam now writing, 
entirely suspended, on my part, all pursuit of 
the one absorbing purpose with which my 
thoughts and actions are associated in these 
pages. That purpose was, for months and 
mouths yet, never to relax its claims on me. 





The slow ripening of it still left me a mea- 
sure of precaution to take, an obligation of 
— to perform, and a doubtful question to 
solve. 

The measure of precaution related, neces- 
sarily, to the Count. It was of the last im- 
portance to ascertain, if possible, whether his 
plans committed him to remaining in England 
—or, in other words, to remaining within my 
reach. I contrived to set this doubt at rest by 
very simple ineans. His address in St. John’s 
Wood being known to me, I inquired in the 
neighbourhood ; and having found out the agent 
who had the disposal of the furnished house in 
which he lived, I asked if number five, Forest 
Road, was likely to be let within a reasonable 
time. The reply was in the negative. I was 
informed that the foreign gentleman then re- 
siding in the honse had renewed his term of oc- 
cupation for another six months, and would re- 
main in possession until the end of June in the 
following year. We were then at the beginning 
of December only. I left the agent with my 
mind relieved from all present fear of the Count’s 
escaping me. 

The obligation Thad to perform, took me once 
more into the presence of Mrs. Clements. I had 
promised to return, and to confide to her those 
particulars relating to the death and burial 
of Anne Catherick, which I had been obliged 
to withhold at our first interview. Changed as 
circumstances now were, there was no hindrance 
to my trusting the good woman with as much 
of the story of the conspiracy as it was neces- 
sary to tell. I had every reason that sympathy 
a | friendly feeling could suggest to urge on 
me the speedy performance of my promise—and 
I did conscientiously and carefully perform it. 
There is no need to burden these pages with 
any statement of what passed at the interview. 
It will be more to the purpose to say that the 
interview itself necessarily brought to my mind 
the one doubtful question still remaining to be 
solved—the question of Anne Catherick’s pa- 
rentage on the father’s side. 

A multitude of small considerations in con- 
nexion with this subject—trifling enough in 
themselves, but strikingly important, when 
massed together—had latterly led my mind 
to a conclusion which I resolved to verify. 1 
obtained Marian’s permission to write to Major 
Donthorne, of Varneck Hall (where Mrs. Ca- 
therick had lived in service for some years pre- 
vious to her marriage), to ask him certain ques- 
tions. I made the inquiries in Marian’s name, 
and described them as relating to matters of per- 
sonal interest in her family, which might explain 
and excuse my application. When I wrote the 
letter, I had no certain knowledge that Major 
Donthorne was still alive; I despatched it on 
the chance that he might be living, and able and 
willing to reply. 7 

After a lapse of two days, proof came, in the 
shape of a letter, that the Major was living, an 
that he was ready to help us. ' 

The idea in my mind when I wrote to him, 
and the nature of my inquiries, will be easily 
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inferred from his reply. His letter answered my 
questions, by communicating these important 
facts : 

In the first place, “the late Sir Percival 
Glyde, of Blackwater Park,” had never set foot 
in Varneck Hall. The deceased gentleman was 
a total stranger to Major Donthorne, and to all 
his family. 

In the second place, “the late Mr. Philip 
Fairlie, of Limmeridge House,” had been, in his 
younger days, the intimate friend and constant 
guest of Major Donthorne. Having refreshed 
his memory by looking back to old letters and 
other papers, the Major was in a position to say 

ositively, that Mr. Philip Fairlie was staying at 
Jarneck Hall in the month of August, eighteen 
hundred and twenty-six, and that he remained 
there, for the shooting, during the month of 
September and part of October following. He 
ther? left, to the best of the Major’s belief, for 
Scotland, and did not return to Varneck Hall 
till after a lapse of time, when he reappeared in 
the character of a newly-married man. 

Taken by itself, this statement was, perhaps, 
of little positive value—but, taken in connexion 
with certain facts, every one of which either 
Marian or I knew to be true, it suggested one 
plain conclusion that was, to our minds, irre- 
sistible. 

Knowing, now, that Mr. Philip Fairlie 
had been at Varneck Hall in the autumn of 
eighteen hundred and twenty-six, and that Mrs. 
Catherick had been living there in service at 
the same time, we knew also:—first, that Anne 
had been born in June, eighteen hundred and 
twenty-seven; secondly, that she had always 
presented an extraordinary personal resemblance 
to Laura; and, thirdly, that Laura herself was 
strikingly like her father. Mr. Philip Fairlie 
had been one of the notoriously handsome men 
of his time. In disposition entirely unlike his 
brother Frederick, he was the spoilt darling 
of society, especially of the women—an easy, 
light-hearted, impulsive, affectionate man; ge- 
nerous to a fault; constitutionally lax in his 
principles, and notoriously thoughtless of moral 
obligations where women were concerned. Such 
were the facts we knew; such was the cha- 
racter of the man. Surely, the plain inference 
that follows needs no pointing out ? 

Read by the new light which had now broken 
upon me, even Mrs. Catherick’s letter, in despite 
of herself, rendered its mite of assistance to- 
wards strengthening the conclusion at which 
Thad arrived. She had described Mrs. Fairlie 
(in writing to me) as “ plain-looking,” and as 
having “ entrapped the handsomest mau in Eng- 
land into marrying her.” Both assertions were 
gratuitously made, and both were false. Jealous 
dislike (which, in such a woman as Mrs. Cathe- 
rick, would express itself in petty malice rather 
than not express itself at all) appeared to me to 
be the only assignable cause for the peculiar 
Insolence of her reference to Mrs. Fairlie, under 
circumstances which did not necessitate any re- 
erence at all. 

The mention here of Mrs. Fairlie’s name 


naturally suggests one other question. Did she 
ever suspect whose child the little girl brought 
to her at Limmeridge might be ? 

Marian’s testimony was positive on this point. 

Mrs. Fairlie’s letter to her husband, which had 
been read to me in former days—the letter 
describing Anne’s resemblance to Laura, and ac- 
knowledging her affectionate interest in the little 
stranger—had been written, beyond all question, 
in perfect innocence of heart. It even seemed 
doubtful, on consideration, whether Mr. Philip 
Fairlie himself had been nearer than his wife to 
any suspicion of the truth. The disgracefully de- 
ceitful circumstances under which Mrs. Cathe- 
rick had married, the purpose of concealment 
which the marriage was intended to answer, 
might well keep her silent for caution’s sake, 
perhaps for her own pride’s sake also—even as- 
suming that she had the means, in his absence, 
of cara with the father of her unborn 
child. ; 
As this surmise floated through my mind, 
there rose on my memory the remembrance of 
the Scripture denunciation which we have all 
thought of, in our time, with wonder and with 
awe: “The sins of the fathers shall be visited 
on the children.” But for the fatal resembiance 
between the two daughters of one father, the con- 
spiracy of which Anne had been the innocent 
instrument and Laura the innocent victim, could 
never haye been planned. With what unerring 
and terrible directness the long chain of cireum- 
stances led down from the thoughtless wrong 
committed by the father to the heartless injury 
inflicted on the child! 

These thoughts came to me, and others with 
them, which drew my mind away to the little 
Cumberland churchyard where Anne Catherick 
now lay buried. I thought of the bygone days 
when f had met her by Mrs. Fairlie’s grave, and 
met her for the last time. I thought of her poor 
helpless hands beating on the tombstone, and 
her weary, yearning words, murmured to the 
dead remains of her protectress and her friend. 
“Qh, if I could die, and be hidden and at rest 
with you /’ Little more than a year had passed 
since she breathed that wish; and how inscru- 
tably, how awfully, it had been fulfilled. The 
words she had spoken to Laura by the shores 
of the lake, the very words had now come 
true. “Oh, if I could only be buried with your 
mother! If I could only wake at her side 
when the angel’s trumpet sounds, and the 
graves give up their dead at the resurrection !” 
Through what mortal crime and horror, through 
what darkest windings of the way down to 
Death, the lost creature had wardered in 
God’s leading to the last home that, living, she 
never hoped to reach! There (I said in my own 
heart)—there, if ever I have the power to will 
it, all that is mortal of her shall remain, and 
share the grave-bed with the loved friend of her 
childhood, with the dear remembrance of her 
life. Thad rest shall be sacred—¢ha/ companion- 
ship always undisturbed ! 

So the ghostly figure which has haunted these 





pages as it haunted my life, goes down into the 
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impenetrable Gloom. Like a Shadow she first 
came to me, in the loneliness of the night. Like 
a Shadow she passes away, in the loneliness of 


the dead. 
* * * * * 


Forward now! Forward on the way that 
winds through other scenes, and leads to brighter 


times. 
THE END OF THE SECOND PART. 





LOCAL ETYMOLOGY. 

We have often been struck by a great want 
in all Gazetteers and books of geography : the 
absence of any explanation of the meanings of 
names of places. Books of local topography 
are generally more particular; but the want is 
thus only very insufficiently supplied. The 
names of all countries, towns, provinces, dis- 
tricts, seas, rivers, &c., have a special signifi- 
cation, which frequently involves curious mat- 
ters of history. Sometimes it may be diffi- 
cult, or even impossible, to arrive at the mean- 
ing, owing to the extreme remoteness of the 
time at which the place in question received its 
title. But, in most cases, a conjecture can be 
formed ; in many, the facts can be arrived at 
with certainty, by the aid of scholarship. It 
must be confessed, however, that a great deal 
of all etymology, whether of names of places or 
of more ordinary words, rests upon nothing 
hetter than guess-work; but the guesses are 
interesting in themselves. The inquiry into the 
meanings of names of places is a study deserving 
sreater attention than has yet been bestowed on 
it. Such researches form the tributary streams 
of history: they add to our knowledge of lan- 
guage; indicate the migrations of races and the 
progress of colonisation; preserve many wild 
legends of the past; remind us of extinct 
customs and superstitions; point out the im- 
provements of science, by showing, in many 
instances, how natural defects of soil, situa- 
tion, and climate, have been overcome or mo- 
dified ; and augment our interest in our own and 
foreign countries by revealing the deep impress 
of our common humanity, even on what at 
first appears like a set of purposeless sounds. 
We have been reading a book on this subject, 
published somewhat recently, and have jotted 
down a few points of general interest, which we 
propose to lay before the reader. The book in 
question is by Mr. Richard Stephen Charnock, 
F.S.A., and is entitled Local Etymology : a De- 
rivative Dictionary of Geographical Names. It 
will require considerable enlargement in later 
editions; but, even as it stands, it suggests 
some curious and interesting topics to the phi- 
lologist. 

Who would suppose that any tie existed he- 
tween the name of the Isle of Wight and that 
of the kingdom or province of Oude? The two 
places have half the world between them ; the 
two words have not a letter in common; yet 
they are linked together in a very singular way. 
‘Tue derivation unfalds a remarkable instance of 





the wanderings of races, and shows the distant 
affinity existing between us and those dark 
people of the Indian peninsula, whom we have 
subjected by our Northern energy and strength. 
The word Oude appears to be derived from the 
Sanscrit a-yodhya, “not to be warred against” 
(a, not; yudh, fight). The word Goth, by 
which we Ddouws one of the most important 
members of the great Teutonic family, probably 
comes from the Saxon guth (pronounced yuth), 
signifying “ war, battle, fight ;” and this seems 
to have had its origin in the Sanserit yudh, ex- 
pressing, as we have just shown, the same idea. 
A kindred race to the Goths were the Jutes, 
otherwise called the Gytas, Ytas, Wights, 
Guuihts, &c.—words which seem to imply 
‘ravenous warriors.” The Jutes settled in the 
delicate little island which now forms part of 
the county of Hants, and from them it derived 
its name. It was at first called Ytaland, or 
Gytaland; afterwards Wiht-land; and subse- 
quently Wight, or the Isle of Wight. Jude is 
analogous with the syllable Jowd, occurring in 
the name Joudpore, in India, and with the word 
Oude. Goth appears also to be from the same 
root as the Sacred Name, God; and Mr. Char- 
nock pertinently remarks that “it is not impro- 
bable that the priminitive idea of God among the 
Goths was that of a warrior.” The asserted 
affinity between the words Goth and Oude is 
supported by the fact that the Teutonic race 
—y migrated from the northern parts of 
ndia. 

A similar relationship between an English and 
an Indian word has been asserted in connexion 
with the name Himalaya, applied to the great 
range of mountains in the north of Hindostan. 
Mr. Charnock simply describes the name as 
signifying “the abode of snow;” but we have 
seen it identified with our own native word 
“heaven.” ‘Thus: Sanscrit (the ancient lan- 
guage of India, and, according to some authori- 
ties, the noblest and most perfect tongue in the 
world), himala; Meso-Gothic, himins; Ale- 
mannic, himil; German, Swedish, and Danish, 
himmel; Old Norse, himin ; Dutch, hemel; An- 
glo-Saxon, heofon; English, heaven. Whether 
this he a genuine or only a fanciful etymology 
we cannot pretend tosay ; but, at any rate, it is 
worth considering. 

From the Himalayas let us pass, by a very 
wide leap, to the North Seas, the region of the 
Ultima Thule of the ancients. ‘The meaning of 
“ultima” is clear to all, being simply Latin for 
“furthest.” But what is “Thule ?” and where 
was that mysterious aud awful island, beyond 
which, according to the Greeks and Romans, the 
earth ceased, and nothing more existed than a 
dark, wild, limitless ocean? According to Pliny, 
Solinus, and Mela, this tremendous country was 
that which we now call Iceland ; but other au- 
thorities will have it to have been Tilemark in 
Norway, Jutland, Newfoundland, Ireland, and 
Shetland. The last named, according to Ains- 
worth, was by seamen anciently called Thylen- 
sel, “the Isle of Thyle.” One of the Shetland 
isles, called Foula, bas likewise been suggested; 
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the # being changed into ¢A, which is not uncom- 
mon. Isidorus says that Thule derived its name 
from the sun, “ because it here makes its summer 
solstice, and beyond it there is no day.” Another 
etymology traces the name to a Greek word, 
signifying “afar ;” which makes us think of 
Thomson’s remote, dreamy line about the He- 
brides, 


Placed far amidst the melancholy main. 


Thule, King of Egypt—a gentleman of some- 
what apocryphal existence—has been made to 
stand godfather to the mysterious northern land. 
But Bochart says “the northern regions are 
always described as dark, and that some of the 

ets call this island Black Thule; that the 

yrians use the word thule to denote ‘ shades’ 
(thule ramsa, ‘ the shades of evening’); and that 
the Pheenicians doubtless named it thule, dark- 
ness, or Gezirat Thule, ‘island of darkness.’ ” 
Whatever the meaning of the word, the imagi- 
nation cannot but be fascinated by an idea in- 
volving so much of shadowy and far-off mystery. 
We travel in fancy into that dim, tremendous 
outpost of the habitable globe, and look north- 
ward over the solitary ocean that rolls no mortal 
knows whither (perhaps to the boundaries of the 
other world, the land of shades and disembodied 
souls) and out of which, as Tacitus reports, the 
sound of the sun is heard as he rises. The 
account of this region, given by the Roman 
writer, is wonderfully grand. He says that it 
is the end of nature and of the world, and that 
“many shapes of gods” are seen on the shores 
of the great ocean. In fables such as these 
the natural and supernatural seem to meet on 
some strange neutral ground. 

‘The mysterious northern island brings to our 
mind the seldom-visited and little-known Scilly 
Isles, off the coast of Cornwall. Here, again, 
there are various derivations; one of which is 
from the British word sudléh, “the rocks con- 
secrated to the sun.” A late writer, alluded to 
by Mr. Charnock, says that this etymology will 
— be adopted by the traveller who has 

held these islands from the Land’s End by 
sunset, when they appear as if embedded in the 
setting luminary. The idea thus conveyed is so 
impressive and poetical that we wish we could 
adopt it without hesitation; but Solinus calls 
the islands Sidura, whence it has been inferred 
that they were at one time inhabited, and re- 
ceived their name, from the Silures, a nation of 
Iberie origin. The people, to this day, are a 
singuiar race, and are not without a suspicion of 
having some of tiie old Pheenician blood in them. 
The merchants of Tyre are known to have traded 
with the Scilly Islands, as well as with Corn- 
wall, for tin, and some may have settled there. 
Before quitting the locality, we may remark that 
The Cornish names of places are often full of 
romance. A cavern on the coast is called, in 
the old British tongue, “the cave with the 
voice.” A whole poem is suggested in those few 
words. 

_ There is a wild and grotesque popular legend 
mM connexion with the name “ Hammersmith.” 


Our London readers must have often noticed, 
in passing up the river, the two churches 
of Fulham and Putney, which are so exactly 
alike in size and general architectural arrange- 
ment, that one scems like a reflexion of the 
other. According to the old story, these churches 
were built, many ages ago, by two sisters of 
gigantic stature, who had but one hammer be- 
tween them. This they used to throw across 
the river, from one to another, as occasion re- 
quired ; their call and response being, “ Put it 
nigh? and “Full home!’ One day, however, 
the hammer fell to the earth and its claws 
got broken. That their work might not stand 
still, the sister giantesses betook them to a 
smith, who lived in the locality now called 
Hammersmith; and this worthy artisan soon set 
matters to rights. Thenceforward, the name of 
the place commemorated the act. Bowach, in 
his Antiquities of Middlesex (1705), is need- 
lessly severe on this amusing legend, which he 
rather superfluously calls “a ridiculous account.” 
What he adds is scarcely credible, viz. that the 
story was in his day “ firmly believed” by some 
of the inhabitants of Fulham, Putney, and Ham- 
mersmith. But, being resolved to be didactic, 
the historian draws from the “fantastic rela- 
tion”’ he has just given, the grave moral that the 
ignorant may be imposed on very strangely. 
Another etymology of the name Hammersmith 
seems to be from //am, Saxon (a town or dwell- 
ing—the same as the modern English word 
home), and hyde or hythe, Saxon for a haven or 
harbour. “Therefore,” says a writer who has 
given attention to the subject, “ Ham-hythe sige 
nifies a town with a harbour or creek, which 
here connects the river with the centre of the 
town, and forms a convenient quay, or dock, 
for the landing of various kinds of merchandise, 
coals, and corn.” ‘The conversion, however, 
of Ham-hythe into Hammersmith is an exirewe 
instance of the effect of time on words and 
names. 

A legend of a giant is also adduced in ex- 
planation of the name of the city of An‘werp. 
Antigone, a giant with a very Greek cognomen, 
lived on the banks of the Scheldt; and one 
Silvius Brubon cut off the hand of the monster, 
and threw it into the river. Thence, says the 
story, by means of the two Flemish words, 
handt, a hand, and werpen, to throw, comes the 
name Antwerp. Scarcely less singular, though 
apparently based on fact, is the story told of the 
origin of the name Malakoff—a word now asso- 
ciated with one of the most deadly strugyles in 
modern history, and with the ducal title of an 
illustrious French general. No longer ago than 
the year 1831, a sailor and ropemaker, named 
Alexander Lvanovitch Malakoff, lived at Sebas- 
topol, and was celebrated for his wit, his good 
humour, and his festal habits. He had many 
admirers aud friends ; but, being led, wheu in 
his cups, into participating in a riot, he was dis- 
nigel from the dockyard in which he was em- 
ployed, and reduced to the last resource of open- 
ing a low wine-shed on a hill outside the town, 





His old friends crowded about him in his new 
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home, and speedily christened the tavern and the 
hill after his name. In time, a village grew about 
the wine-shop ; and then arose the fortification 
which gave the French so much trouble in the 
Crimean war. Such, at least, is the narrative 
which was put forth at the time by the Gazette 
de France. 

The etymology of the name of our island— 
Britain—suggests some curious considerations. 
The origin of the word seems to be lost in the 
remoteness of antiquity—a fact which brings 
very forcibly before the mind the singular union 
in this country of the most ancient traditions 
with the most vigorous manifestations of modern 
life and civilisation. Authorities differ as to 
the etymology of the name. Some say that 
it is Syriac, and means “land of tin;” some 
that it comes through a Greek channel from 
the old Punic language, and has the same 
signification; others, again, that we are to 
seek its origin in the Hebrew word dara, 
to create, which, under certain grammatical 
modifications, also means “to divide, separate, 
cut off.’ Shaw, in his History of Stafford- 
shire, says: “ Dr. Boerhaave, fond of chemistry, 
and willing to do honour to England, from 
whence he had derived not a few guineas, 
asserts that, in Chaldee and Syriac, Brachmanac 
means both the kingdom of Jupiter and of 
tin, which metal the chemists assigned to the 
god; and that Britain may easily be derived 
therefrom.” 

That the word, whatever its remote parent- 
age, comes to us from the aboriginal Celtic 
inhabitants of this island, the ancestors of 
the modern Welsh, seems pretty clear. In 
Welsh, drith or brit signifies “divers colours, 
spotted”—an allusion, as some maintain, to 
the custom which the ancient Britons had of 
staining their bodies with woad. Owen, in his 
Welsh Dictionary, fetches the name from “ Pry- 
dain (pryd), extubiting presence, or cognisance ; 
exhibiting an open or fair aspect ; full of beauty, 
well-seeming, beautiful; polished or civilised, 
with respect to morals. Ynys Prydain, ‘the fair 
island,’ ‘the isle of Britain.’ . . Before it was 
inhabited, the Hord Gali used to call it, ‘the 
water-girt Green Plat ;’ after obtaining it, the 
Honey Island; and, after Prydyn, son of Aez 
the Great, had obtained it, the Isle of Prydyn.” 
The reader will of course exercise his judgment 
in accepting derivations which rest on such 
misty traditions ; but it is amusing to note their 
existence. 

Another etymology is from a British com- 
pound word, meaning “the top of-the wave ;” 
and Armstrong, in his Gaelic Dictionary, favours 
the supposition, and remarks that, “ to perceive 
the force of this, one has merely to imagine 
himself viewing Britain across the Channel from 
the north coast of France, whence came our 
Celtic ancestors; that our island from that 
quarter seems a low, dark line, lying along the 
surface of the deep; and that no term could 
have been found more descriptive of that ‘ap- 
pearance than Braith-tonn, or Braith-tuinn (pro- 
nounced draitoun or braituinn), ‘the land on 





the top of the waves.’” Some etymologists, of 
a poetical turn of mind, have derived the name 
of our island from Brutus the Trojan, the fabu- 
lous discoverer of the country, and founder of 
the British monarchy and race. Of this same 
Brutus, authentic history makes no mention ; 
but some enthusiastic Welshmen, even to this 
day, contend for the truth of the narration. 
For ourselves, we shall always look on the fable 
with respect and affection, because it has been 
irradiated by the genius of Spenser in the Faerie 
Queene, and of Milton in his History of Eng- 
land. Milton simply repeats the story for the 
benefit of the poets, who, says he, will know 
how to make use of it. From this fable of 
Trojan Brutus, London derives its poetical name 
of ate da New Troy.” 


And Troynovant was built of Old Troy’s ashes cold, 


says Spenser, in one of his fine, drowsy, mur- 
muring alexandrines. It is very pleasant to find 
this modern London of ours, with its ever-aug- 
menting new streets of raw brick-and-mortar, its 
manufactories, its steam-boats, its railways, and 
its youthful energies unsurpassed by the newest 
settlement in the Far West,—thus linked with 
old-world dreams and fables, with the romance 
of antiquity, and with the city of which Homer 
sang, and whose very existence has been doubted 
by recent inguirers. The story is that Brutus, 
the great grandson of Aneas, fled into Italy, 
some time after the capture of Troy by the 
Greeks, and thence (being compelled by misfor- 
tune to become once more a wanderer) took to 
the open seas, and was directed, by a miraculous 
vision of the goddess Diana, to a great island 
in the north-west. Here he arrived in the 
course of time, named it after himself, con- 
quered the giants by whom it had previously 
been filled, and, together with his followers, 
peopled it. 

The etymology of the name London is equally 
obscure with that of Britain; some dozen guesses 
having been made by various philologists. There 
is little doubt, however, that the word is Bri- 
tish, and very ancient, and that the Saxons onl 
adopted what they found ready to their hand. 
A great many names of places in England and 
Scotland are British, the old terms lingering, 
and indeed obtaining a firm root, after the race 
who originated them has given way to another 
and more vigorous stock. In the same manner, 
we find that in America the aboriginal Red In- 
dian names of places still exist in some instances, 
though the Red Indians themselves are dying 
out in the backwoods, and Smith, Brown, 
Jones, and Robinson have long succeeded to 
their lands. 

Words are the most vital and the most 
imperishable of man’s creations. As they are 
mysterious in their origin, so have they some- 
thing of an awful force and intensity of life, 
which gives to them a perpetuity beyond the 
decay of races and the revolutions of empires. 
They spring from some primal instinct of 
truth, some deep perception of human ne- 
cessities; and in the darkness of their begin- 
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ning, no less than in the firmness of their abid- 
ing, may most truly be said to have in them the 
characteristics of a Divine revelation. 





A CORNISH GIANT. 





Norutne is perfected in a moment. It was 
only Cadmus who could raise a crop of full- 
grown men, ready armed and prepared for action, 
without the preface of wurses and peda- 
gogues; but Cadmus was as exceptional as 
his corps of Dragon’s-teeth Volunteers. Else- 
where, we find men and things with long 
periods of infancy and immaturity—wherein 
dwells the law of their growth; and steam and 
railroads have had their times of gradual de- 
velopment like the rest. They have not sprung 
up in a night, nor grown to their perfection 
in a generation. It is so long ago as 1602 
that Mr. Beaumont, of Newcastle, first laid 
down wooden rails for carriage traffic : an inven- 
tion improved by Mr. John Curr, in 1776, into 
a cast-iron railway, nailed to wooden sleepers, 
for the benefit of the Duke of Newcastle’s 
colliery at Sheffield. For this piece of inter- 
ference with the vested rights of ponderous 
labour, Mr. John Curr was forced to fly, and 
hide himself in a wood four days, in fear for his 
life, which the colliers thought was better in 
their keeping than in his. Steam has been still 
longer in coming to its maturity. Steam was 
one of the Century of Inventions published by 
the Marquis of Worcester, generations ago ; 
hints of even earlier discoveries of the dan- 
gerous properties of that elastic vapour, lie, half 

idden, haif revealed, among the dust and 
mildew of the past. Thus, both steam and 
railroads have had a longer term of existence 
than we generally give them credit for, and 
have not risen all at once to their present full- 
blown condition of vitality. 

The railroad came to its majority first. While 
tramroads were almost as good as they are now, 
the carriages that ran on them were of barbarous 
inequality. From the depths of his inner con- 
sciousness, however, Leupold, a German _philo- 
sopher, did, in 1723, fashion out the idea 
of a high-pressure steam-engine, which idea 
he set down in good sound German letters 
in the Theatrum Machinarum, The idea ob- 
tained various supporters, conscious and uncon- 
scious. Some projectors, certainly, wanted to 
oy their railway carriages Chinese fashion, 

¥ huge sails; but most of them proposed steam 
power on the high-pressure system: mixing 
this up, however, with an earlier and still more 
favourite project—that of traction by steam on 
common roads, without the aid of rails. This 
was Savery’s great dream ; and Watt—who knew 
nothing of Leupold’s notion but who abhorred 
the high-pressure principle—included this trac- 
tion-engine in the specification of his patent of 
1769, almost at the same time as when Moore, 
the London linendraper, took out his patent of 
moving carriages by steam. Yet the first actual 
Steam-carriage was made by the Frenchman 





Cugnot; but his model proved unruly, and 
threw itself in a headlong mauner over # wall, 
wherefore it was considered dangerous, and 
was suppressed accordingly. ‘Then, in 1772, 
Oliver Evans, an American, made a steam- 
carriage for common roads; so did William 
Symington, one of the inventors of steam-boats ; 
but neither creation came to any good. Syming- 
ton’s, indeed, was exhibited at; Edinburgh; but 
the roads were so bad that it could not be used 
or brought into any practical use. ‘I'wo years 
before this, in 1784, William Murdoch, assistant 
of James Watt, made one on the high-pressure 
principle, which went on three wheels, was 
a foot high, and was worked by means of 
a spirit-lamp. But the Lilliputian ran away 
one night, and frightened the parish rector 
out of his wits; he, being officially more versed 
in demonology than in mechanics, taking it for 
a fiery imp of Satan, that had escaped, roaring, 
from his master. Finally, TrRevirHick, a valiant 
Cornish man, with whom we have specially to do 
in this paper, took the matter in hand. 

Trevithick was a pupil of Murdoch’s, and 
though ignorant of Leupold, was nevertheless 
as favourable to the high-pressure principle as 
Watt was averse to it. He made a steam-car- 
riage for common roads, set it in motion, and 
away went the creature, tearing like mad along 
the road to Plymouth, breaking down walls, rush- 
ing into the gardens of sober-minded gentlemen 
intent only on their roses and their peaches, 
careering through toll-gates flung open free of 
pay by terrified tollmen—who thought that this, 
too, was an invention and a device of Satan; per- 
haps his ordinary chariot, with himself inside, 
sitting among the live embers. As ‘T'revithick 
and one Vivian were steaming along the road, 
the latter caught sight of a closed toll-bar, just 
as they had torn down the front rails of a 
gentleman’s garden. “Captain” Vivian called 
to his partner to slacken speed, which he 
did, and came dead up to the gate, which was 
opened like lightning by the toll-keeper. 

* What have us got to pay?” asked Captain 
Vivian, careful as to honesty if reckless as to 
grammar. 

“Na—na—na—na!” stammered the poor 
man, trembling in every limb, with his teeth 
chattering as if he had got the ague. 

** What have us got to pay, I ask ?” 

* Na—noth—nothing to pay! My de—dear 
Mr. Devil, do drive on as fast as ever you can! 
Nothing to pay!” This story rests on the au- 
thority of Coleridge ; and, “if not true, is too 
well found,” as the Italians say, to be over- 
looked. 

Trevithick’s wonderful engine, after perform- 
ing such exploits, and generally choosing to 
upset its passengers in a hedge, or over a 
stone wall, midway to their destination, was ex- 
hibited in London. Its owner and originator 
showing it off, with wonderful effects, in Lord’s 
Cricket-ground : carrying it along the New-road 
and Gray’s Inn-lane, down to that coach-builder’s 
who had supplied the phaeton that ran with it. 
The next day it was exhibited in a cutler’s shop, 
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and the machinery worked for the pleasure of all 
comers; then it was run on a temporary tram- 
road laid down on the spot now called Euston- 
square, and thrown open to the public as an or- 
dinary sight of the time. But on the second 
day Trevithick, “in one of his usual freaks,” 
closed the exhibition, and left hundreds waiting 
round the ground in a state of great wrath. The 
engine was about the size of an orchestra drum, 
aud could be attached to a phaeton or other 
carriage. 

But a more useful triumph over difficulties 
was the railway locomotive, which Trevithick 
was the first to make; and which was used for 
the Merthyr Tydvil Railway in 1804. This 
was un engine of an eight-inch cylinder, placed 
horizontally, as at present, with a four feet six 
inch stroke, and which “drew after it upon the 
railroad as many carriages as carried ten tons of 
bar iron, from a distance of nine miles, which 
it performed without any supply of water to 
that contained in the boiler at the time of 
setting out, travelling at the rate of five miles 
an hour.” This was considered a great triumph 
at the time; but Trevithick, like all the earlier 
locomotive projectors, was retarded and much 
troubled by the false idea that smooth wheels on 
a smooth rail would have no bite, and that, 
when dragging a heavy weight, they would just 
slip round and round, and do nothing else. 
Consequently, he put sundry rough projec- 
tions on his wheels, much on the same plan as 
* roughing” ahorse-shoe; and even we may well 
wonder at the five miles an hour, with ten tons 
of bar iron, under all these disadvantages. 
Trevithick made another engine for the Wylam 
waggon-way, which at first could not be got to 
move at all, and, when it did, it flew all to 
pieces, as its best exposition of the laws 
of motion. Near this Wylam waggon-way 
George —— lived, whom all other men’s 
railway failures and short-comings set think- 
ing and planning how he could make things 
work inore easily together. And the result was 
an engine “which included the following im- 
portant improvements on all previous attempts 
—unamely, simple and direct communication be- 
tween the cylinder and the wheels rolling upon 
the rails; joint adhesion of all the wheels at- 
tained by the use of connecting rods; and, 
finally, a beautiful method of exciting the com- 
bustion of the fuel by employing the waste 
steam, which had formerly been allowed use- 
lessly to escape into the air.” 

This was in 1815; but, we have no business 
with such a date yet, and must go back to the 
time of Trevithick’s traction-engine and Lord’s 
Cricket-ground. 

Shortly after the creation of that “ chariot of 
the De’il,” which ran streaming and shrieking 
along the road from Camborne to Plymouth, 
Trevithick and Vivian took out a patent for the 
application of high pressure to steam-engines, 
and erected many high-pressure engines in 
Wales and elsewhere; which, however, were 
of less value than they might have been, owing 
to that fallacy of the rough wheels. For, though 





Trevithick was undoubtedly in advance of his age, 
and saw the coming of much that neither science 
nor society was then prepared to receive ; though 
he was a man of vast genius and grand ideas ; 
yet he could not look to everything, and it was 
reserved for another and a more practical man to 
disencumber the wheels of locomotives, and 
take them out of leading-strings. But Tre- 
vithick was very vast, very universal, in his 
science. In the Catalogue of the South Ken- 
sington Museum he is described as “ inventor 
and constructor of the first high-pressure steam- 
engine, and of the first steam-carriage used in 
England ; constructor of a tunnel beneath the 
Thames, which he completed to within a hun- 
dred feet of the proposed terminus, and was 
then compelled to abandon the undertaking; 
inventor and constructor of steam-engines and 
machinery for the mines of Peru (capable of 
being transported in mountainous districts), by 
which he succeeded in restoring the Peruvian 
mines to prosperity ; also of coining-machinery 
for the Peruvian Mint, and of furnaces for pu- 
rifying silver ore by fusion; also inventor of 
other improvements in steam-engines, impelling- 
carriages, hydraulic-engines, propelling and tow- 
ing vessels, discharging and stowing ships’ car- 
goes, floating docks, construction of vessels, 
iron buoys, steam-boilers, corking, obtaining 
fresh water, heating apartments,” &e. Surely 
a sufficiently wide range for one mind to travel 
over! It was he also who conceived the first idea 
of the screw-propeller; for nothing seemed to 
come amiss to him, and his science had a kind of 
prescient prophetie character only found when 
there is genius as well as knowledge. 

That tunnelling under the Thames was a 
strange affair. It was the second time the 
thing had been tried, Ralph Dodd being the 
first of the unsuccessful borers. In 1809, 
Trevithiek raised a large sum by subscription, 
and began his work at Rotherhithe. Of course 
he kept too near the bottom of the river: his 
object in this, being to save both labour and ex- 
pense; but he met with no harm until he was 
nine hundred and thirty feet under the river, 
when he got into a hole at the muddy bottom; 
and once, a piece of uncooked beef which had 
fallen from one of the ships, drifted into 
the works. He stopped the hole and set to 
work again, always under greater difficulties, 
both pecuniary and engineering, than any 
which his’successful successor, Brunel, had to 
encounter. He made from four to ten feet of 
excavation a day, and soon got to a thousand 
feet. And now Mr. Hyde Clarke shall tell the 
rest : 

“ On arriving at this distance, according to a pre- 
vious arrangement with the committee, Trevithick 
was to receive a hundred guineas, which, after the 
verification of the work by a surveyor, were paid to 
him. According to a contemporary—and the end of 
which seems to be in perfect keeping with Trevi- 
thick’s character— the surveyor reported to the sub- 
scribers confirming the measurement, but asserting 
that the line had been run a foot or so on one side. 
This statement, which, if well founded, was not ma- 
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terial, Trevithick took in high dudgeon, and chose to 
consider as a severe reflection on his engineering 
His Cornish blood was excited; and, with his usual 
impetuosity, he set to work to disprove the assertion 
without any regard to his own interests or those of 
the subscribers. He is said to have adopted the 
absurd contrivance of making a hole in the roof of 
the tunnel at low water, and pushing up a series of 
joint rods, which were to be received by a party in a 
boat, and then observed from the shore. On the 
prosecution of this scheme Trevithick was engazed 
below, and as delays ensued in fitting together the 
rods, the gulley formed by the opening in the roof at 
length admitted so much water as to make retreat 
necessary. With an inborn courage, worthy of a 
better cause, he refused to move first, but sent the 
men before, and very nearly fell a. sacrifice to his 
devotion. It has been already observed that the 
driftway was parallel to the bed of the river, and 
therefore curved. It necessarily happened that the 
water would lodge, as in a syphon, at the bottom of 
acurve, at which part, on Trevithick’s arrival, he 
found so much water as hardly to enable him to 
escape; and as he got up the slope on the other 
side, and climbed the ladder, the water rose with him 
at his neck. The work thus ended. after having 
reached 1011 feet, being within 100 fect of its pro- 
posed terminus, and is a melancholy monument at 
once of his folly and his skill.” 

Many great schemes and notable creations 
came after this practical failure and scientific 
success of the Thames Tunnel; but the chief 
part of what was done went to the advancement 
and better working of the Cornish mines, the 
increased prosperity of which is principally due 
to Richard ‘Trevithick and his engines. ‘To 
the use of high-pressure steam, in conjunction 
with the cylindrical boiler, also invented by Mr. 
Trevithick,” says Mr. Williams, one of the = 
cipal mine-owners in Cornwall, “ I have no hesi- 
tation in saying that the greatly increased duty 
of our Cornish pumping-engines since the time 
of Watt is mainly owing.” The working power 
now attained doubles and trebles that of the old 
Boulton and Watt engine, the cylindrical 
boiler saving at least one-third in the quantity 
of coal previously consumed. Certainly the man 
who first put the fire in the boiler instead of 
under it, who introduced the system of high- 
pressure steam, made the first locomotive, 
trebled the working power of engines, and saved 
one-third of coal in the working, did great 
things for the world of steam. 

Now we come to the most romantic and 
stirring period of Trevithick’s career. In 1811 
M. Uvillé, a Swiss gentleman, living in Lima, 
came to England to see what could be done for 
the silver mines in the Peruvian mountains, 
which had been abandoned from the impos- 
sibility of getting machinery out there ‘lich 
could clear them of water. But M. Uvillé did 
not meet with much encouragement. The 
difficulty of transporting cumbrous machiner 
on the backs of feeble llamas over the Cordil 
leras, and the difficulty of working the engines 
even if they could be got there, seemed impera- 
tive Watt and the rest gave no hope, and 


Uville was in despair. On the eve of departing 





from England with the conviction that the 


water in the Peruvian mines must stay there till 
the day of judgment, the Swiss gentleman 
chanced to see a small working model of Trevi- 
thick’s engine in a shop window near Fitzroy- 
square. ‘This model he carried out with him, 
and saw it working successfully on the high 
mountain ridge of the Sierra de Pasco. Flushed 
with hope and busy with projects, Uvillé re- 
turned to England, having obtained from the 
viceroy the privilege of working some of the 
abandoned mines. On his way hither he was 
speaking with a fellow-traveller of his plans, 
his model, and his desire to discover the maker 
of that model; whereon, his fellow-passenger, 
Mr. Teague, said quietly that he was a relation 
of Trevithick, and could bring them together 
within a few hours of their arrival. The result 
of that bringing together was, that in Sep- 
tember, 1814, three engineers and nine of 'I're- 
vithick’s engines—Watt and Boulton would not 
touch the enterprise, and laughed the whole 
thing to scom—embarked for Lima and the 
rich silver mines of Peru. Uvillé and his charge 
landed under a royai salute, expectation being 
raised to its highest, and in due time the 
engines, which had been “simplified to their 
greatest extent, so divided as to form adequate 
loads for the weakly llama, and the beams and 
boilers made in several pieces, were transported 
over precipices where a stone may be thrown for 
a league.” 

The engine was erected at Lauricocha, in the 
province of Tarma, and the first shaft of the 
Santa Rosa mine was drained to perfection. In 
1817, Trevithick, hearing of this success, gave 
up family and fortune, home, wife, and children, 
and embarked for South America. The whole 
of Lima was in a ferment. When he landed he 
was received with the highest honours; his ar- 
rival was officially announced in the Government 
Gazette ; the viceroy met him with enthusiasm, 
and the Lord Warden of the Mines was ordered to 
escort him with a guard of honour to the “ seat 
of his future labours.” When the people found 
that his engines elcare| the mines of water, that 
the mines yielded double produce, and that the 
coining-machinery was increased sixfold, they 
were beside themselves with joy. Trevithick 
was created a marquis and grandee of old Spain, 
and the Lord Warden of the Mines proposed to 
raise a silver statue in honour of this commercial 
Las Casas, this Columbus of the Cordiileras, 
this greatest of all living engineers, this most 
valiant of Cornishmen, Don Ricardo Trevithick. 

Everything looked bright until the revolu- 
tion began, and the Cornish engineer found 
himself in a sufficiently disagreeable position 
between the two parties. ‘Lhe patriots kept 
him in the mountains, in a kind of honourable 
captivity, holding him as the Plutus of the 
war; while the royalists, holding him as pre- 
cisely the same thing, “as the great means 
whereby the patriots obtained the sinews of war, 
ruined his property wherever they could, and 
mutilated his engines.” They sold his shares, and 
alienated his mines; Trevithick, never very pa- 
tient, soon determined to put an end to this kind 








396 [August 4, 1860.] 


ALL THE YEAR ROUND. 


(Conducted by 





of thraldom, and so made his escape by stealth, 
ran many dangers, but finally cleared him- 
self and his liberty from the oppressive love 
and veneration of the mountain patriots. On 
the 9th of October, 1827, he returned to Eng- 
land, bringing a pair of spurs as the sole rem- 
nant of the colossal fortune made—but not 
realised—in the Peruvian mines. But before he 
returned he spent four years in Costa Rica, in 
the countries now so well known as the route of 
the Nicaraguan transit, and the scene of General 
Walker’s filibuster warfare. Here, he mined 
and projected mines, had magnificent designs, 
and foresaw many material improvements which 
afterwards came to pass ; but he realised no per- 
manent good for himself out of anything—not 
though he had an estate with a mountain of 
copper ore on it, from which he proposed to lay 
down a railroad to the sea, that so the working 
of it might be profitable. 

After this return from South America, we 
hear but little of Trevithick. All we know is, 
that he prepared a petition to Parliament, 
wherein, after distinctly stating his claims on 
his country by reason of the superiority of his 
machinery, he asks for some grant or remunera- 
tion. The saving tothe Cornish mines alone, by 
the use of his engines, he calculates to be 
100,0002. per annum: adding that but for his 
invention many of these mines, which produce 
2,000,0002. per annum, must have been aban- 
doned. Before presenting this petition, Trevi- 
thick met with a moneyed partner, who supplied 
him with the means of perfecting his “ never- 
ceasing inventions.” And, as this was all he 
wanted, the petition was laid on one side, and 
never taken up again. In 1833 he died, at 
Deptford, in Kent, and since then his name has 
almost died out too. Mr. Hyde Clarke is the 
only man who has attempted a sustained bio- 
graphy of him, and his biography is not longer 
than this notice. Though the Institution of 
Civil Engineers offered a reward for a full 
and sufficient biography of one of our greatest 
of the craft, no one has yet come forward to 
claim it. The reputation of Trevithick has 
suffered, as often happens, because more prac- 
tical men took up his ideas, and worked them 
into greater notice. It is well said by one of 
his friends and greatest admirers, “his reputa- 
tion has been purposely kept back by the par- 
tisans of Watt, on account of the high-pressure 
engine; of Stephenson, on account of the loco- 
motive ; and of Brunel, on account of the Thames 
Tunnel. But as he was clearly the inventor, 
not only of the high-pressure steam-engine and 
the steam-carriage, but also of that boiler with- 
out which (or a modification of which) no steam- 
boat could have ventured to cross the Atlantic, 
he has undoubtedly contributed more to the 
physical progress of mankind than any other 
individual of the present century.” The first 
part of this statement may be questioned ; the 
Stephensons and Brunels having been leading 
members of the Institution when it offered a 
wrize for Trevithick’s memoirs. Thanks to 
Mir. Hyde Clarke, Mr. Edmonds, Mr. Neville 





Burnard, and some others, we may hope for the 
fuller recognition of his merits in days to come, 
and the application to them of that famous old 
motto, the Sous of its kind, “ Let bim who has 
deserved it, bear the palm !” 

Trevithick was born in 1771, in the parish of 
Sllogan, in Penwith, the most western hundred 
of Cornwall. His father was a purser of the 
mines, and one day was not a little amazed when 
his son Richard, not yet twenty-one, and by no 
means learned, was made engineer to several 
mines—rather a more responsible situation than 
the one the father himself held. It is said that 
he remonstrated with the gentleman proposers, 
but they had their own ideas, and Richard was 
appointed. The lad was not well educated in 
common things: that is certain. He could not 
speak good English ; he could never write a good 
hand; he was backward in figures, and he knew 
but little save his own special subject. But he 
was sufficiently colossal there. In person he 
was tall and finely made; six feet high, and 
broad in proportion. His muscular strength was 
remarkable, for he could lift two blocks of tin, 
placed one above the other, and weighing seven 
hundred-weight. His manners were blunt but 
unassuming, and his dress was somewhat pe- 
culiar for the time and mode: a dress-coat 
with the skirts very broad, broad trousers: 
all his clothes made loose. In this small matter, 
as in larger matters, he went before public 
opinion and the time. He married and had 
children, as became a good citizen; had his 
picture painted by Linnell (now in the South 
Kensington Museum), and his bust done in 
marble by Neville Burnard; but he has had no 
statue, no monument, no biography, and his 
name is hardly known even by vague report, to 
people to whom Watt, Stephenson, and Brunel 
are household words. This is not just; not a 
meet division of that golden ore of fame which 
all brave men and gallant souls have the right 
to demand from posterity and their own gene- 
ration alike, where they have done their work 
well, and have borne the heat of the day with- 
out flinching. When will Trevithick have done 
for him what Stephenson, and Watt, and Cromp- 
ton, and Arkwright, have had done for them, 
that so the world may know what manner of 
man he was, and may learn the guise under 
which his ‘spirit lived, while his body dwelt 
upon the earth? His history is a good subject 
for a biographer; that South American time 
alone is, in itself, a romance, and his sons, who 
are still alive, could possibly furnisi: material 
for a pleasant volume. 





FAIRY LORE, 


Gap were the children when their glowing faces 
Gathered about us in the winter night, 

And now, with gleesome hearts in verdant places, 
We see them leaping in the summer light ; 


For they remember yet the tales we told them 
Around the hearth, of fairies long ago, 
When they could only look out to behold them, 
Quick dancing, earthward, in the feathery snows 
. 
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But now the young and fresh imagination 
Finds traces of their presence every where, 

And peoples with a new and bright creation 
The clear blue chambers of the sunny air. 


For them the gate of many a fairy palace 
Opes to the ringing bugle of the bee, 
And every flower-cup is a golden chalice, 

Wine-filled, in some grand eltin revelry. 


Quaint little eyes from grassy nooks are peering ; 
Each dewy leaf is rich in magic lore ; 

The foam-bells, down the merry brooklet steering, 
Are fairy-freighted to some happier shore. 


Stern theorists, with wisdom overreaching 
The aim of wisdom, in your precepts cold, 

And with a painful stress of calious teaching, 
That withers the young heart into the old, 


What is the gain if all their flowers were perished, 
Their vision-fields for ever shorn and bare, 

The mirror shattered that their young faith cherished, 
Showing the face of things so very fair ? 


Time hath enough of ills to undeceive them, 
And cares will crowd where dreams have dwelt 
before ; 
Oh, therefore, while the heart is trusting, leave them 
Their happy childhood and their fairy lore ! 





OUR DAILY BREAD. 

Ix the time of Pliny, six different kinds 
of wheat were cultivated by the Romans; in 
the present time there are from a hundred 
and fifty to a hundred and sixty different races 
of wheat: most of which, however, are distinctly 
referable to four or five principal types. The 
minor varieties are by no means permanent in 
their characters, except under special cultiva- 
tion, and they degenerate when grown in unfa- 
vourable conditions. In like manner, favourable 
conditions readily bring out improved qualities 
in inferior kinds. But it must not be concluded 
from this, that Buffon and the other writers are 
correct in their views who regard the corn-grains 
as artificial products. The principal types appear 
constant, for Decandolle recognised the seeds 
of “Triticum turgidum” in specimens from the 
Egyptian mummy-eases ; Loiseleur confirms this 
fact; and the Count de Sternberg, in 1834, raised 
plants of the common wheat from a sample ob- 
tained from an Egyptian tomb. This is further 
confirmed by a note presented to the French 
Academy of Sciences by M..Guérin Méneville. 
Some botanists—to whom the absence of wild 
wheat in most countries is an indication of the 
artificial origin of the corn of our fields—re- 
~~ it as a product of long-continued cultiva- 

ion. 

A few years ago, M. Esprit Fabre, of Aged, 
gave an account of the supposed production of 
wheat by a grass called “ Aizilops ovata,” grow- 
ing wild in the south of France. It never ex- 
ceeds a foot in height, and has a short broad ear 
with but four spikelets, only two of them being 
fertile. It has long been known to produce a 
variety called “ triticoides,” from its approach in 
some degree to the character of wheat. When 





this grass, in its wild state, produces this variety, 
a-portion of the characteristic bristles or awns of 
the valves disappears, and the spikelets are ge- 
nerally barren. The ripe grain is long and 
flattened, and silky at the top. Such were the 
seeds sown by M. Fabre in his garden: the seeds 
annually saved heing sown year after year, for 
twelve consecutive seasons. In the first year 
they produced plants three or four times as high 
as the original plant. ‘The awns of the valves 
weretstill further diminished, and had a greater 
resemblance to wheat ; the spikelets of the ears 
were more numerous, and most of them were 
sterile, and the fertile spikelets yielded only one 
or two seeds. These seeds, however, in the 
next year, produced more perfect plants; the 
spikelets in the ears were more numerous than 
before, and they mostly furnished a couple of 
grains. The ears, when ripe, separated less early 
from the axis than the parent plant, and the 
grain was more farinaceous. A third year 
yielded still higher products. The fourth 
year presented no notable change. In the fifth 
year, the stem grew to a length of three feet, 
and the grains Were large enough when ripe to 
burst open the valves of the flower. In the 
sixth year, none of the spikelets had less than 
two, and some had three grains; the plants 
had all the appearances of a true wheat 
(Triticum), and these they retained under culti- 
vation in an open field for four successive years, 
yielding a crop similar to the corn of the 
country. 

These statements having obtained the corro- 
borating testimony of Professor Dunal, of Mont- 
pellier, gave rise to much discussion ; and, while 
some botanists looked upon them as solving the 
problem of the origin of our cultivated wheats, 
others saw in them only an illustration of cer- 
tain laws of crossing or hybridation. M. Go- 
dron, of Nancy, whose observations led him to 
believe that the “ triticoides” was a cross, fer- 
tilised an ear of the wild “ Zgilops ovata” with 
the pollen of common wheat. The seed of this 
specimen, when sown in the following year, pro- 
duced—not the “ ovata,” but the “ triticoides.” 
By fertilising with a beardless wheat, he ob- 
tained a short-awned “triticoides,” and with a 
long-bearded wheat a long-awned cross. ‘This 
was thought to be the true solution of the 
question. The primitive grass did not develop 
into corn, but the corn was ihe result of a cross 
between the grass and the wheat. 

The geographical distribution of the grains is 
determined not by climate only, but depends on 
the civilisation, industry, and traffic, of the 
people, as well as on historical events. Within 
the northern polar circle, agriculture is found 
ouly in a few places. In Siberia, grain reaches, 
at the utmost, only to sixty degrees ; in the east- 
ern parts, scarcely above fifty-five degrees ; and 
in Kamischatka there is no agriculture, even in 
the most southern parts, at fifty-one degrees. 
The polar limit of agriculture on the north- 
west coast of America, appears to be somewhat 
higher, for in the more southern Russian pos- 
sessions, from fifty-seven to fifty-two degrees, 
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barley and rye come to maturity; on the east 
coast of America, it is scarcely above fifty to 
fifty-two degrees. Only in Europe, namely, in 
Lapland, does the polar limit reach the unusually 
high latitude of seventy degrees. Beyond this, 
dried fish, and here and there potatoes, supply 
the place of grain. 

The grains which extend furthest to the north 
in Europe, are barley and oats. These, which in 
the milder climates are not used for bread, afford 
to the inhabitants of the northern parts of* Nor- 
way and Sweden, and the inhabitants of a part of 
Siberia and Scotland, their principal food. Rye 
is the next and prevailing grain in a great part 
of the northern temperate zone, namely, in the 
south of Sweden and Norway, Denmark, and in 
all the countries bordering on the Baltic, the 
north of Germany, and part of Siberia. In the 
latter, another very nutritious grain, buckwheat, 
is very frequently cultivated. In the zone 
where rye prevails, wheat is genetally to be 
found: barley being then chiefly cultivated for 
the manufacture of beer, and oats supplying 
food for horses. 

There follows a zone in Europe and Western 
Asia, where rye disappears, and wheat almost 
exclusively furnishes bread. The middle, or 
the south of France, England, part of Scot- 
land, a part of Germany, Hungary, the Crimea 
and Caucasus, as also the parts of middle Asia 
where agriculture is followed, belong to this 
zone. Here the vine is also found; wine sup- 
planting the use of beer, barley is cmagenlly 
less grown. 

Next, comes a district where wheat still 
abounds, but no longer exclusively furnishes 
bread: rice and maize becoming frequent. ‘To 
this zone belong Portugal, Spain, the part of 
France on the Mediterranean, Italy and Greece ; 
further east, Persia, Northern Pndia, Arabia, 
Egypt, Nubia, Barbary, and the Canary Islands. 
In these latter countries, however, towards the 
south, the culture of maize or rice is always 
greater ; and, in some of them, several kinds of 
Sorghum (Doura) and pea (Poa Abyssinica) 
come to be added. In both these regions of 
wheat, rye only occurs at a considerable eleva- 
tion; oats are more rare, and at last entirely 
disappear; barley alone affording food for horses 
and mules. 

In the eastern parts of the temperate zone of 
the Old Continent, in China and Japan, our 
northern kinds of grain are very infrequent, and 
rice is found to predominate. The cause of this 
difference between the east and the west of the 
Old Continent appears to be in the manners 
and peculiarities of the people. In North Ame- 
rica, wheat and rye grow as in Europe, but more 
sparingly. Maize is grown more in the Western 
than in the Old Continent, and rice predomi- 
nates in the southern provinces of the United 
States. 

In the torrid zone, maize predominates in 
America, rice in Asia, and both these grains in 
nearly equal quantity in Africa. ‘The cause of 
this distribution is doubtless an historical one, 


rica of maize. In some situations, especially in 
the neighbourhood of the tropics, wheat is also 
met with, but always subcedinate to these other 
kinds of grain. Besides rice and maize, there 
are in the torrid zone several grains and plants, 
which supply the inhabitants with food, either 
used along with rice and maize, or entirely 
occupying their place. Such are, in the New 
Continent, yams (Dioscorea alata), the manihot 
— manihot), and the batatas (Convol- 
vulus batatas), the root of which, and the fruit 
of the pisang (Banana musa), furnish universal ar- 
ticles of food. In the same zone in Africa, doura 
(Sorghum), pisang, manihot, and yams, occur. 
In the East Indies and in the Indian Islands, se- 
veral palms and cycades, which produce the 
sago ; pisang, yams, batatas, and the bread-fruit 
(Artocarpus incisa), are eaten. In the islands 
of the South Sea, grain of every kind disappears ; 
its place being supplied by the bread-fruit-tree 
and the pisang. In the tropical parts of New 
Holland there is no agriculture. Nature does 
all the work ; the inhabitants living on the pro- 
duce of the sago, of various palms, and some 
species of arum. 

In the high lands of South America, the dis- 
tribution is similar to that of the other de- 
rees of latitude. Maize, indeed, grows to the 
ieight of seven thousand two hundred feet 
above the level of the sea, but only predomi- 
nates between three thousand and six thousand 
feet of elevation.. Below three thousand feet it 
is associated with the pisang and other vege- 
tables ; while, from six thousand to nine thousand 
two hundred and sixty feet the European grains 
abound—wheat in the lower regions, and rye and 
barley in the higher; along with which, Cheno- 
podium Quinoa, as a nutritious plant, must also 
be enumerated. Potatoes alone are cultivated 
at a height of from nine thousand two hundred 
= sixty feet to twelve thousand three hundred 
eet. 
To the south of the Tropic of Capricorn, 
wherever agriculture is practised, considerable 
resemblance with the northern temperate zone 
may be observed. In the southern parts of 
Brazil, in Buenos Ayres, in Chili, at the Cape 
of Good Hope, and in the temperate zone of 
New Holland, wheat predominates; barley and 
rye make their appearance, however, in the 
most southern parts of these countries, and in 
Van Diemeu’s Land. In New Zealand the 
culture of wheat is said to have been tried 
with success; but the inhabitants’ make the 
Acrostichum furcatum their main article of sus- 
tenance. 
Thus, it appears, in regard to the predomi- 
nating kinds of grain, that the earth may be 
divided into five grand divisions, or kingdoms: 
the Kingdom of Rice, of Maize, of Wheat, of 
Rye, and lastly of Barley and Oats. ‘The first 
three are the most extensive; maize has the 
greatest range of temperature ; but rice may be 
said to support the greatest number of the hu- 
man race. 





for Asia is the native country of rice, and Ame- 


Corn was the chief . from Britain under 
the Romans, and in the fourth century the 
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armies of Gaul and Germany depended for their 
subsistence upon these annual supplies. In the 
vear 359, some of the Roman colonies situated 
in the Upper Rhine, having been plundered by 
their enemies, the Emperor Julian built a fleet 
of eight hundred barks, which he despatched 
to Britain for corn. The historian Zosimus 
states that, on its return, the inhabitants of the 
plundered towns and villages received enough 
not only to last them during the winter, but, 
after they had sown their lands in the spring, to 
leavethem sufficient for their subsistence until the 
next harvest. Malmesbury says that, in the reign 
of Stephen, “ London was a granary where corn 
could always be bought cheaper than anywhere 
else.” King Richard, after his return from the 
East, issued a prohibition against the exportation 
of corn, “that England might not suffer from 
the want of its own abundance.” The violation 
of this law is stated to have been punished with 
merciless severity; some vessels having been 
seized in the port of St. Valery, laden with Eng- 
lish corn for the King of France, Richard burned 
both the vessels and the town, hanged the 
seamen, and also put to death some monks 
who had been concerned in the illegal transac- 
tion. After all this wild devastation, the king 
divided the corn among the poor. In 1382, a 
general proclamation was issued, prohibiting, 
under penalty of the confiscation of the vessel 
and cargo, the exportation of corn or malt to 
any foreign country, except to the king’s terri- 
tories in Gascony, Bayonne, Calais, Brest, Cher- 
bourg, Berwick-upon-Tweed, and other strong 
places belonging to the king. Twelve years 
alterwards, all English subjects were allowed to 
export corn to any country not hostile, on 
paving the dues. 

The grain of wheat, like that of ail other 
grasses, is popularly called a “seed,” but bo- 
tanically it is a fruit; because, in its ripe con- 
dition, it is enclosed in the adhering shell (peri- 
carp) corresponding to the loose pod of such 
fruits as the pea or bean. ‘This husk is 
formed of a much firmer substance than the 
hody of the grain, and, in the process of grind- 
ing becoming separated, takes with it the outer 
layers of the grain itself. These outer layers 
differ from the central mass; while the body 
of the seed is composed of cells densely filled 
with the white starch granules which give the 
characteristic appearance to fine flour, the outer 
layers contain no starch, but oily and albuminous 
matter instead. Bran contains the husk, the 
coats of the seed, and the envelope of the body 
of the seed. 

If a portion of the flour be formed into a 
stiff paste, and then thoroughly washed, the 
water will carry off a considerable part of the 
dough, assuming at the same time a milky ap- 

earance, and a tenacious solid will be left 

ehind, which is called the gluten. The milky 
liquid, if allowed to stand, will deposit a sedi- 
ment, which is the starch. The liquid remain- 
ing after the starch has settled at the bottom, is 
colourless, but holds in solution dextrine, grape 
sugar, and albumen. It is called the extrac- 





tive. These are the chief ingredients in flour, 
and the albumen and gluten are what are 
termed nitrogenised substances, having, che- 
mically, a close resemblance to the flesh of 
animals. 

That the skin or cuticle of grasses contains a 
large proportion of silex is proved by its hard- 
ness, and by large masses of vitrified matter 
being found wherever a haystack or heap of 
corn is accidentally consumed by fire. It is said 
that wheat-straw may be melted into a colour- 
less glass by the blowpipe, without any addi- 
tion, and that barley-straw will melt into a glass 
of a topaz yellow colour, 





THE OWL’S CITY. 





By which we mean Athens, not reflecting at 
all on the scanty intellect of that rather owlish 
king, Otho. The owl was the emblem of Minerva, 
and was stamped on the old Greek coins, where 
it may still be seen looming through a green 
rust of bronze in the cabinets of the curious. 
It was to Athens what the eagle has been to 
France, and the lion to England; the bird that 
with us is the emblem of stupidity, passed 
with the Greeks for the type of wisdom. The 
said bird still, however, I can testify, haunts 
Athens, for I heard its boding hoot in the garden 
of my hotel in Aolus-street many a black night, 
and J put up coveys of owls what time the 
moonlight was plating with its liquid silver the 
great fluted Parthenon columns on the Acropolis 
rock terrace. 

I had not well sat down to my breakfast at 
the Hétel de l’Europe, before the waiter thrust 
a little horn tray under my nose, with a coarsely- 
cut cornelian, the bronze finger of a Cupid, 
and a sham gold coin of Alexander, which a 
dragoman who squinted treacherously at the 
door, was ready to swear had been dug up at 
Thebes. The godlike eye, the Apollo chin, the old 
Homeric helmet were there, but “ Brunmagem” 
was stamped all over them, and I felt a shudder 
at the first approach of the sham classic in a 
city of such splendid memories. So I asked how 
far it was to Corinth, just as a diversion, and the 
Arcades Ambo, finding that nothing more profit- 
able than questions was to be got out of me, va- 
nished into thin air, and left me in peace with 
my stony olives, my bad coffee, and my golden 
brown honey of Hymettus, falsely so called—for 
the honey of Hymettus is just now so dear that 
no prudent landlord ever allows a traveller to 
touch it. 

Perhaps of all the delights of travelling, there 
is none greater than the calmness and freshness 
a traveller feels after a long sea journey, on arriv- 
ing early in the morning at port, and comingdown 
to a breakfast. How clear the mind is, how it 
sorts the threads of tangled plans, how it forgets 
the baffling past, and strikes out, like a strong 
swimmer, straight, fair, and with good heart, into 
the undiscovered future. What neciar sweetens 
the coffee !—surely the fruit was picked in Eden ; 
how golden seems the unvisited city of many 
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dreams with one’s own standard at last floating 
proudly on its citadel! All this I realised as 
sipped my coffee in an Athenian hotel, talking 
with General Epaminondas across the table 
about the Boeotian dulness and unimprovability 
of the fatuous German king. 

Thad come to Athens from—I am not going to 
tell what enchanted island; I had lingered where, 
across the low flat earth-coast, dotted with bu- 
rial mounds, you see blue Ida, and the spot where 
Troy town once poured forth its brazen bucklers 
across the Scamander: a dull plain for a blind 
man to find beauty in, and now left for the 
slow tortoise to crawl over and survey in his 
own dull, cireumlocutory manner. I had seen 
that rocky Ithaca which wandering Ulysses 
loved so much—making me wonder that he 
did not stay at home more to prove his love; 
Lemnos, a mere blue mound across the water, 
with a little grey cloud over it as if Vulcan 
was still on his nine days’ fall from heaven; 
and the Crete of Minos, who afterwards became 
Chief Justice in another place. I had, when 
the moon was full, steered round Sunium and 
its pillared heights, and then, after many days 
of high sea, and low sea, and no sea, had 
gone to bed to dream of the Olympic games 
run by Hansom cabs, and had woke to find the 
vessel in still water off the Pireeus, and the touts 
just boarding us close to where the apostle Paul 
once landed. I can remember a dirty man, 
who gave his name Pericles, and received 
a blow not far from the nose, dragging me 
close to the landing-place, to a sort of ruined 
jetty that he called St. Paul’s Bay. Peter I 
ian and Paul I knew, but who was this 
touter? The touts were all, I remember, in 
great frilled-out white kilts, they wore fez caps 
and flannel-looking jackets, and all had waists 
like wasps—the wasps of Aristophanes, I may say. 
Pericles, undaunted, bowed us into an open fly 
driven by a brigand ina kilt ; passed my baggage 
through the custom-house quickly, having first 
oiled the douaniers’ hands; spoke what sounded 
like one of my old school Greek exercises, or the 
first page of Xenophon’s Anabasis, and drove off 
at a rapid rate to Athens, along the dusty road 
that follows the course of the old Long Wall, 
whose ancient stones are here and there still 
visible. 

We were in a cloud-compelling chariot, ac- 
tually scouring the plain of Attica, with olive 
groves on either hand, and the Ilissus, now, in 
summer, a mere dusty ditch, before us. Happy 
creature I am, realising the dreams of our 
Delectus days! We stop a moment to water 
the horses at a dirty roadside wine-shop, where 
faded boughs —the bush that good wine does 
not need—rustle over the door. A rival cloud 
of dust meets us. Hats off, scum of the 
earth, believers in divine right and human 
wrong! It is the Greek king and queen, in 
their barouche, with fussy outriders, going off 
for a yacht excursion to Megara, this being 
the happy day that gave Otho to a grateful 
world. Kex is a lean, vacant, short-sighted 


Amazonian woman, who likes to rule. Meher- 
eulé! Another cloud of dust, and they are gone 
towards the Pireus, where an angry cloud, 
ominous for yachting, hangs. Would to Zeus 
it was to Jericho, and not merely to Megara, 
that that besotted king was going! It would be 
all the better for Greece. 

The olive groves of Academe sound well in 
Milton, and it is pretty to quote Plato about the 
plane-trees, and the cicalas, and the wrestling 
youths, and the playful metaphysics, and the 
knock-down “ elenchus” of Socrates; but olive 
groves are dull and dreary places in reality, poor 
stuff compared to our oak coverts, which in sum- 
mer are tangles of flowers and sweets, and all a 
green mystery of leaves. 

But the olive, with the dry hard leaves, 
and split trunks, and with a horse’s skull, white 
and staring, hung up here and there among the 
branches, | must leave for the present, for now 
I see the loadstar of my travel, the rock of the 
Acropolis—the Castle Hill, the fossil heart of 
old Athens—and there is the Parthenon, rising 
like a diadem upon its brow. Seen from here 
it seems fresh as from the mason’s hand, 
yet I know Time and Lord Elgin have taken 
some terrible mouthfuls out of it, albeit it is 
a meal that hath lasted the great appetite of 
that former destroyer a pretty long time. Nowwe 
are in the suburban streets; now we pass the 
staring palace, and the ground where the theatre 
is to be (in Athens everything és ¢o be), and I 
am at the hotel where [ was when my scene 
opened. 

As for the city of Solon and Pericles, it is in 
these days almost confined to the Acropolis and 
the temples of Jupiter and Theseus; for the 
modern city is like a little German market-town, 
and has atrim, rectilinear, raw military air about 
it. If it were Jonesville, in the United States, or 
the last new mushroom of civilisation, it could 
not look more bran new and immature. There 
are suburban roads which look new-rolled, bor- 
dered by limp acacia-trees that seem just planted. 
These are the new paths of a new people, 
they are the growth of the Bavarian Minos, they 
should bisect all Greece, but they stop a few 
miles out of Athens, and scarcely reach to Co- 
lonus—the Colonus of (dipus. Greeks cannot 
make roads, and a French engineer is engaged 
to carry out these great public works, which in 
Greece are considered wonders of the world. 
But then this is a country where a Macadam 
might do more good than Theseus ever did, or, 
. far as trade goes, Aristides, or any other 
ides. 

Now, if I turn into one of those ancient 
looking wine-shops at the foot of the Acro- 
polis, what sort of people do I see when I look 
on the modern sons of Hellas? I see a race 
whose waists are so small that I could span 
them in my hand. This is one of the 
fopperies universal among the modern Athe- 
nians. I never saw a woman’s waist in Eng- 
land smailer than those of these degenerated 
people. Here comes up to me a Palikar, one 





man, in the national dress, and queen, a stout, 


of those chieftains of the old Turkish war, 
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who, being pensioned, live a swaggering idle 
life. He is an old lion with grisly moustache, 
and looks as if he ate a Turk every morning for 
breakfast: yet I think I could cut his waist 
in two with a blow of my riding-whip, yet his 
chest is wide as a prize-fighter’s, and his stride 
is sturdy as a Pawnee “brave’s.” Here is the 
Levant Greek fop, to whom I have heretofore 
been well accustomed, with his knee-breeches 
as large as a whole summer quilt sewn up into 
bags, which drop down to the ankle, and sway 
about as theGreek walks in the absurdest manner 
possible, especially when the monster calico bag 
i pendulent over a neat dandy foot cased in a 
tight white stocking and in a dancing-shoe of 
extreme daintiness. Shali I forget the waxed 
moustache, the greased hair, the exaggerated 
red bag of a fez, the trim jacket and sash stiff 
with embroidery, and the girdle bristling with 
ofensive weapons. Can I ever forget the 
greasy complexions of those exceeding rascals, 
the Levantines, their effeminate swagger, and 
the cock-a-doodle way they whisk about their 
white handkerchiefs, and stick their arms in 
their sides, or walk about in their everlasting 
festivals like great lubberly schoolboys, with 
their arms round each other’s necks? Plenty of 
these old friends of mine are to be seen in 
Athens, fresh from Candia or Cephalonia, from 
Smyrna or Syra, from Asia Minor or from the 
Black Sea ports. They are the vermin of com- 
merce, and are to be found Eastward, wherever 
men buy and sell and cheat. The most irrational, 
senseless, illiterate, impudent, odious of the 
Eastern Greeks, who, to the mean timidity and 
rapacity of a bad Jew, add a mercurial slipperi- 
ness and scurviness peculiar to their own race, 
are to be found at Pera; but Athens, as a sea- 
port, boasts some specimens now and then, that 
even Pera could scarcely match with all its 
shifty villany. 

I soon discovered that the modern Greek 
dress, with its flatulent exaggeration, was no 
bad type of the national character. Its breeches, 
ten times the reasonable size, represent a brag 
which is ten times that of the boasting of 
any other nation; the fez, a red jelly-bag, six 
times as large as the Turkish, represents the 
assumption of six times as much cunning as any 
other people; the jacket, covered with three 
times too much lace, typifies the senseless extra- 
vagance of the poorest nation in Christendom ; 
while the spider waist, so useless, so unhealthy, 
so effeminate, and so unpleasant, exemplifies 
a conceit as unbounded as it is ill founded. 
In the East, the Greek is the sneaking slave who 
bears the blow if he may be allowed to rob you. 
Here in Athens—Athens of the violet crown and 
the golden grasshoppers, of Minerva and the 
Bavarian wide swagger is the swagger of 
slaves newly manumitted, and overacting their 
freedom. On the mountains, where the ever- 
armed man was never a slave save when the 
Turkish sword-point was at his eyes, the men 
walk like freemen, but they do not swagger: a 
really brave man never does swagger; a gen- 
eman never swaggers; it is only your copper 





captains, your fussy small authorities and oracles, 
who swagger. 

If it were not for the maids of Athens, 
with the little red fezes stuck so daintily on the 
side of their black hair, I could not say much 
for the Greek costume ; for as for Greek thew A 
that is altogether on the side of the men: the 
old straight-no-ed Venuses and Dianas being ex- 
tinct, as far as 1 eculd discover, in that worn-out 
country, which, after producing so many wonder- 
ful human crops, now lies deplorably—as some 
think, hopelessly—fallow. 

The Palikars, a fine set of old warriors, with 
their crimson and gold jackets, their scarlet and 
black greaves, their bushy white kilts or fusta- 
nellas, and their red-tufted Turkish shoes, tend 
much to enliven Athens, though, generaily speak- 
ing, Otho has treated these brave old liberators 
with gratitude like that of Charles the Second 
towards the faithful old Cavaliers. Ulysses, 
and Ajax, and old Achilles you may see, any 
day in the week, sunning themselves in Hermes- 
street, or smoking their cigars round the Temple 
of the Winds. Besides the Levantine, with fis 
ungracious and pendulous calico-slops, the 
Athalon dandy with the wasp waist, and the 
old Palikar, you often see wandering about the 
temple of tina or driving his ox-waggon 
round the gigantic pillars of the Temple of 
Jupiter, some rude mountaineer, itolian or 
Spartan, with a shaggy capote of goat’s-hair, 
and a gun over his shoulder. One step from 
Athens, remember, and you are in a savage 
country of wolves, and proven Klephts, dan- 
oe dogs, no inns, and scarcely any food: a 

esert country without roads, and almost with- 
_ inhabitants, unless you reckon fleas aud 
eagles. 

Vherever I go, whether into a cook-shop, 
or a.wine-shop, or a chick-pea-shop, I find 
everywhere the same opinion of Otho, the King 
of the Owl’s City. We all remember the herb- 
woman who rebuked Demosthenes for a sole- 
cism in grammar—so refined and quick-witted 
were the people. Just so now: there is nota 
street boy who hoids your horse but has a laugh, 
and a good one, at the lean-witted dull Bavarian, 
the King Log, that the Greek frogs chose (or had 
chosen) to rule over them. Not a shop-boy or 
horse-boy but has his jeer at the heavy German, 
with the strong-minded Amazonian wife, who 
rides miles before breakfast to bathe in the sea, 
who forces consumptive ladies to court balls, 
who gallops about the country and puts court 
beauties of whom she is jealous on dangerous 
steeds, who rules the man who rules, or ought 
to rule, Greece. Otho is a ghastly sight in his 
Greek dress on horseback; he is a still more 
painful spectacle in conversation, being a short- 
sighted scarecrow of a man, with but two ques- 
tions, as I am told, for all travellers—‘* Have you 
seen the Parthenon ?” and “ Have you been in 
the Acropolis ?” 

The Greeks think Otho an owl, and I am 
afraid they are right. Nor have I any respect 
for a king who tried to destroy the Greek con- 
stitution, and had to be forced by a successful 
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revolution of his injured subjects to respect it, 
and to dismiss his hateful German mercenaries 
—the Barbaroi of the indignant Greeks. It 
will require another hint or two, spoken out from 
hot musket-mouths, before he will cease to inti- 
midate Greek elections, or prevent his ministers 
from stealing public money. It will take a 
miracle before he learns to increase the com- 
merce and improve the internal resources of 
the poor, misgoverned, desolate country. 

But, in all strictures against the “ violet- 
crowned,” we must in justice remember that 
Athens is essentially a new city, almost rebuilt 
from its ashes within the last fifty years, and 
already showing good signs of life in its youn 
avenues and its new roads, its plot of groun 
that is to be a theatre when job and intrigue 
(the prime ministers of Greece) will let it, and 
the streets that are to be laid out, and the Uni- 
versity that is some day to have a new wing 
built. That old burnt rock, the Acropolis, the 
kernel of this misruled Athens, has seen a dozen 
such cities—Republican, Lower Empire, Vene- 
tian, Turkish—bud and rot round it. 

Do you want to realise how thoroughly mo- 
dern this modern Athens is? Look down 
Hermes-street, where I point, and tell me what 
you see. 

I see a thin, old, military-looking gentleman, 
in red fez, tight blue surtout, and white trousers, 
somethivg like a leaner Duke of Wellington, 
only his face is milder and less cold; he is 
riding in a tough careless way, on an old brown 
charger, followed by a Greek servant in the 
national dress, also mounted. 

That is old General Church, who knew Byron, 
and was companion in arms of Lord Cochrane, 

ears ago, when the Turks were in Greece. He 
is still the idol of the Palikars, who, some say, 
would rather—if he were not so old—now have 
him as king than poor owlish Otho of Bavaria. 
A letter from him franks you to soldiers’ houses 
all over Greece ; no Klepht would touch a 
friend of that brave old Irish swordsman, 
Church, who knows everybody, and whom 
everybody knows. He is off now, to his bath 
before breakfast, miles away ; and will trot back 
like a young trooper, fresh and vigorous; and 
hours hence, at hot noon, perhaps, if I were to 
be on my way to Pentelicus, to the ambassador’s, 
I should see the old general trotting freshly 
along across the olive groves. 

The first sensation of a week or so in Athens 
is that of being blinded by an invisible mischief, 
which turns out to be the flickering glare from 
the white limestone dust of the roads. It is 
this luminous glimmer, at once dazzling, pain- 
ful, and unceasing—for the sun seems to make 
no difference to it—that makes Athens so tiring 
and disagreeable to the stranger, and causes him 
to require blue spectacles as much as any treader 
of perpetual snow. No wonder, if it be a nui- 
sance of long standing, that Socrates repaired 
to the plane-tree by the Llissus to propound his 
auti-sophisms. 

How refreshing after this atmosphere of white 
fire which you bask in all day, is the rich moon- 





shine, as, with deep silver light, it floods frieze, 
and pillar, and altar, in the shot-splintered 
Parthenon! Is it a wonder I used to rejoice 
in it, and feel as if I were up in deserted 
Olympus, having left the oven earth far below ? 
Jupiter was dead now. Vulcan was hoots at the 
Hotel de ’Europe. Venus, old and rheumatic 
was stewardess in the Marseilles steamer, whew 
Cupid was cabin-boy. As for Mars, he had 
turned Zouave, and had lately been made cor- 
poral; and Neptune was stoker in a Channel 
packet. I remembered how to the old Greeks 
the world was as a vast house with two floors— 
the gods above, and the men below. I was now 
above all, alone in deserted Olympus, sole sur- 
vivor of a moonshine deluge. 

It is easy for ge to point to Athens and 
its neighbourhood, and ask whither the old 
riches of the Attic plains are gone, and where 
the verdure and forests of the Attic mountains. 
The plain is now a bed of dust lined with olive- 
trees, the mountains are piles of ragged stone, 
unwatered by a rivulet. With water, this plain 
would turn into an Eden. It is a touch of 
Neptune’s trident that is wanted now: not the 
spear of Minerva that long ago brought up 
the olive-tree of the Erectheum. Plant trees 
on the mountains, and they would collect mois- 
ture and afford shadow for the verdure that 
would soon spring up; the verdure wou'd col- 
lect rills, rills would swell into brooks, and be 
fed by the springs that are now burnt up re- 
morselessly by the tyrant sun; these again 
would feed the trees which the verdure would 
nourish; and the rills uniting would then pour 
down into the plain to swell, all the summer 
through, the now dusty gutters of the Llissus 
and Cephisus. 

By a recent Greek law, the shepherds are for- 
bidden under heavy fine and imprisonment to 
cut down trees on the mountains, or to light 
fires in their hollow trunks. The result is al- 
ready visible near the mountain fort that crowns 
the passes of Phyle. Young pines, green-plumed 
and vigorous, aromatic and shady, already cover 
the hill-sides, which remain fresh with perpetual 
spring, while the plain below is arid and adust 
as Numidia. 

At present the soil of Greece is all jungle or 
desert. “The plain of Thebes, for instance, is 
one vast sea of gold in the early harvest month; 
a few weeks later, and it is a mere burnt up tract, 
with cracks in the soil as large as those of a 
small earthquake, into which the mud-coloured 
lizards tumble head foremost. A week or two 
later, and the whole way is a Slough of Despond, 
_— the traveller’s horse wades + ate it pain- 
ully. 





ASHING THE PILOT. 

Ir was on a cold, damp, foggy January morn- 
ing in the south of China—yes, cold, damp, and 
foggy in the south of China, where every ;one 
believes it to be continuall broiling hot—that 
one of the ships of the squadron left the English 
colony of Hong Kong, with stores and provi- 
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sions for the men-of-war at Canton, distant 
about eighty miles. The war with China had 
been entered into but a very few months, and 
there swas great scarcity of ships at hand, to 
cope with an enormously superior force of 
Chinese, had the latter behaved with the pluck 
of only ordinary cowards, and had all come out 
in a body to eject the intruders from their 
waters. But this they did not do, preferring 
to cruise about in large detachments of a hun- 
dred or more junks, up their creeks, where it 
was too shallow for English ships to venture, 
and pounce on such undefended merchant craft 
as had not already taken the hint and cleared 
out. 

But to return to the subject : on the morning 
in question the entire Escape Creek fleet, con- 
sisting of about two hundred and fifty man- 
darin war junks, in three squadrons, Red, White, 
and Blue, was at the mouth of the creek from 
which it took its name, and our man-of-war, 
when. off the Bogue forts (not long captured), 
found the weather to be too foggy.to proceed, 
the river being a dangerous and intricate one, 
in consequence of which it was found advisable 
to anchor, until Phoebus should have come out 
strong and given one or two of his own peculiar 
looks at the mist, causing it to vanish in a 
manner which clearly showed its antipathy to 
strong rays of heat. 

This having at length been brought about, 
the steamer was again got under weigh, and had 
not proceeded far, when the signalman reported 
a large number of war junks ahead, with every- 
thing apparently ready for action. Upon this 
the captain ordered the drummer up to beat to 
quarters, the first lieutenant standing on the 
bridge giving his orders: “ Action on the fight- 
ing bolt, starboard bow !” 

As soon as they are within range they let the 
Chinamen feel how very heavy English shot are, 
especially when well directed by experienced 
hands. On the present occasion they have a 
particularly good opportunity of judging, as the 
ship in question carries the heaviest guns our 
navy knows, of which she has four in her 
broadside now exposed to the enemy. These 
consist of two weighing 95 ecwt., and throwing 
a 6Slb. shot, and two weighing 85 ewt., throw- 
ing a 10-inch shot, whose weight’is 85lbs. Of 
these they now proceeded to give the Chinese 
a taste, who, however, did not appear to be 
taking the slightest notice of them, and stood 
to be fired at for about a quarter of an hour 
without reply. They notwithstanding had all 
their guns laid for a particular point, and when 
our ship got within range, they let her have it 
to the heart’s content of the greediest old fire- 
eater on board. Down came rattling on deck, 
ropes, backstays, and splinters from wounded 
spars, to the grief of the poor old boatswain, who 
was running about with a musket in his hand, 
taking random shots at the enemy in general, 
anathematising them, and saying aloud what he 
thought they , Been for disturbing his masts 
and rigging. 

Never did men work guns better, or stick to 





them closer than on this occasion, and indeed it 
required all their energy to administer anything 
like condign punishment to so preposterously 
superior a force, who opened the ball on their part+ 
in the following manner : After waiting quietly to 
be fired at until it suited them to “show out,” the 
Admiral of the Red squadron, or senior admiral, 

fired one gun, which was followed by the next in 
order, namely, that of the White squadron, then 

by the Blue, when they all set to as hard as 

they could, with what immediate effect has been 

already seen. Never was single ship, perhaps, in 

a more critical position, and never, perhaps, did 

single ship maintain that position better, the 

numerous shot splashing the water up over her 

decks, cracking into the hull, or whistling over- 

head, and cutting up the masts and rigging. 

Presently a heartrending yell was heard below, 

when, on some one going to see what was the 

matter, it was discovered that the pilot (a China- 

man, and well known in the old Chinese war) 

had, while trying to avoid the shot by skulking 

below, just managed to catch one, not far from 

the captain’s cabin door, which had knocked 

away his thigh close up to the body. When he 

was discovered, he was talking Chinese in such 

a particularly rapid manner, that the generous 

seaman who carried him to the surgeon in the 

cockpit declared that it was too fast for him 

eat to understand, which perhaps was as 

well, as he might have been equally unintelligible 

had he spoken in anything but “Canton Eng- 

lish.” The shot that had struck him was an 

extraordinary one, having passed through three 

cabins and the ward-room, doing more or less 

damage in each, and after wounding the pilot, 

had entered the captain’s steward’s berth, break- 

ing an infinity of Her Majesty’s crockery and 

glass, and falling expended to the deck. 

But while this was going on below, other 
things were being enacted on deck, where some 
of the most marvellous escapes yet recorded 
were taking place. The captain of the after 
guo had just given the word “ Elevate!” with a 
view to improving his shot, the second captain 
was on the point of stepping in to withdraw the 
coin (or an when a shot came, and, shiver- 
ing it to pieces, went crashing through the bul- 
warks on the other side, not, however, hurting a 
man, though, had it, come two seconds later, it 
must inevitably have killed the second captain 
of the gun. - Sekt 

But these things are thought mothing of on 
board ship by the people among whom they 
happen, coming as they do “in the way of busi- 
ness,” as a “ commercial” would say. In an- 
other part of the deck, two of the officers were 
standing together, the one asking the other a 

uestion, when a round shot came right between 
their heads, and then went banging into one of 
the quarter boats hoisted up behind them, the 
two flying apart, and actually putting their 
hands to their heads to feel if those necessary 
appurtenances were still in their possession. 
At another of the guns, a shot came in and took 
off the truck (or, as a shore-going person would 
say, “the wheel”), actually cutting away part 
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of a man’s trouser with a splinter, and not hurt- 
ing one of the gun’s crew, who were standing 
closely round it. 

The ship arrived at Canton that evening, and 
on examining casualties, it was found that the 
poor old boatswain’s department had suffered 
the most severely ; the hull, which was peppered 
all over, coming next; the human department 
being found to have suffered little, few being 
severely wounded, beyond the only one in 
the ship who had in a cowardly manner gone 
below, and there received the wound which a 
few hours afterwards terminated his existence. 
He had, however, been such a favourite with 
the men for his comical half English ways, that 
when his death was discovered, and the car- 
ane were set to work to build his coffin, a 

eputation of the petty officers came aft to ask 
if it might be a swell one, covered with purser’s 
fine blue cloth. 

The first lieutenant went down to the captain, 
who could see no objection, and consequently, 
when the coffin was made, the carpenter’s mate 
was despatched to the purser’s steward for the 
cloth for the outside and the flannel for the in- 
terior, saying that he came by the first lieute- 
nant’s order. It was consequently a very re- 
spectable affair when complete, being studded 

lover with brass nails, &c., every one think- 
ing that the deceased man’s wife would be ver 
highly satisfied with it, and think it very hand- 
some. 

One morning, when the ship had returned to 
Hong Kong, a tremendous howling was heard 
not very far off, in which four or five voices 
were evidently concerned, and on looking over 
the side, it was found that the interesting 
family of the late pilot, Ashing, consisting of the 
widow and some very strong-lunged children, 
were coming off to fetch the body. They in- 
sisted on being shown the shot-holes in the bulk- 
heads, and the direction the shot had taken 
which had proved fatal to their relative, “ for,” 
as a Chinaman said, “s’pose they no see, they 
speakee man-o’-war man makee killee him.” The 
body was taken ashore in their boat, and as it 
was lifted over the side, the remark of an old 
quartermaster was, “ Ah! that comes of dodging 
about down below when he ought to have been 
conning the ship on deck ;” which was indeed 
true, as the chances are that had he remained at 
his post he would not have been touched, all 
those on the bridge having escaped. When on 
shore the coffin was opened, the body was taken 
out and put into an orthodox Chinese one, made 
from the trunk of a tree, the cloth was stripped 
off and sold to the native tailors to make waist- 
coats for such naval officers as might order 
them. 

The first lieutenant’s state of mind may be 
faintly imagined when, on pay-day, he found 
himself charged with the whole of the cloth and 
flannel used. On applying to the purser’s 
steward for an explanation, that functionary 
extenuated himself calmly enough by saying, 
* Well, sir, the man who came for the stuff said 
that it was by your order.” This was true, 





though the subject had never entered the gal- 
lant officer’s head before, and nothing more 
could, therefore, be said. Very likely ‘he had 
the satisfaction of again paying for some pf the 
cloth on settling his next tailor’s bill. The 
whole of the officers and men in the ship sub- 
scribed several days’ pay for the future main- 
tenance of the widow, who, according to the 
customary affection of Chinese wives, thought 
the money, no doubt, rather a good exchange, 
and quickly looked out for another husband. 





THE WHIP. 

Hit-HIM-HaRD is an old dog, who has not yet 
had his day. With the ancients, the whip was 
the symbol of power. The Romans represented 
their gods, even gentle Venus, whip in hand, 
and Cicero thought it an omen when he dreamt 
that Jupiter gave young Octavian a whip. The 
regal sceptre is but an ornate form of the stick, 
which rules. 

Although Christian culture brought the art of 
flogging to perfection, it was an old heathenish 
habit. The Persians accounted it a great dis- 
grace to be beaten with rods, but their kings 
thrashed with their own hands high state officers, 
and the court ceremonial required the objects of 
this condescension to return thanks to their 
sovereign for the favour he had so bestowed. Ar- 
taxerxes Longimanus thought it unsuitable for 
the great men of his empire themselves to be so 
punished, and he ordered that the beating should 
be given to their clothes. 

Distinguished personages deserving favour of 
the Parthian kings, were beaten with rods in 
their am. and ambitious young nobles con- 
tested with each other for this mark of royal 
favour. 

With the Indians, the cane was in high esteem. 
The head of a family had power to cane his wife, 
daughter, or servant, and even his own mother 
if a widow. The custom of beating slaves, of 
course, is as old as slavery, and prevailed amongst 
the free Scythians, as we know from the story 
told by Justin, which is to be found in every 
grammar or reading-book. By the Greeks, even 

risoners of war, taken in honest battle, were 

eaten, and the heroes seem to have found 
tery in whipping, with their own hands, the 

ravest and highest of their adversaries. In one 
of the tragedies of Sophocles, Minerva inter- 
cedes in vain for a prisoner whom Ajax means 
to whip to deatn. Greek slaves were very often 
er especially by the excitable Greek ladies. 
Greeks beat their wives, and Romans were some- 
times beaten by their mistresses, as Ovid tells, 
when he advises men not to regard such stripes 
as disgracing. 

Annually, on a certain day, all the marriage- 
able Spartan bachelors met at the altar of Juno 
the young unmarried women, each armed with a 
whip, to revenge her single-blessedness on the 
bare backs of the bachelors, by flogging them 
round the altar. ; 

The whip played a very conspicuous part 12 
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both the public and private life of the Romans. 
The lictors, always attending the consuls, wore 
their bunches of rods not merely for state show, 
although it was not permitted to beat Roman 
citizens except in the case of their being thieves: 
but slaves were beaten with smooth leather 
straps, called ferule; more painful were the 
rutive, made of several strips of parchment 
twisted together; and the superlative was the 
ox-hide, called flagellum, often with right ter- 
rible. Most terrible of all was an instrument 
imported from abroad, the Spanish whip, used 
only by very severe masters. They had not 
only the right of whipping slaves at pleasure, 
but even of killing them. The wit of the 
people divided the slaves according to the kind 
of whip with which their backs were most 
acquainted. Plautus, who had been a baker’s 
servant, and, probably, as such had collected 
very intelligible notes about the matter on his 
own back, abounds in jokes and allusions illus- 
trative of this subject ; such joking is a poor fel- 
low’s astonishment that dead oxen should dance 
on living men. Some masters, not satisfied with 
the plain Spanish whip, made it more terrible 
by fastening small nails or bones, and little 
leaden balls to it. Slaves were styipped, their 
hands tied to a tree or post, and their-feet hin- 
dered from kicking by the clog of a hundred- 
pound weight. The most trifling faults were 
punished in this manner, and a poor fellow 
might even be flogged for the mere amuse- 
ment of his master’s guests. It was no rare 
occurrence that a slave died under the whip, 
and there was no more regret than for the 
loss of a pan or other piece of household pro- 
erty. 

‘The Roman ladies were particularly cruel to 
their slaves. The poor girls in attendance, 
scratched and bleeding from wounds made 
with the long pins the ladies wore as an orna- 
ment, sometimes filled the whole house with 
their cries. 

The eruelty towards the slaves increased so 
much that the emperors made some effort to 
check it. Laws were made, pursuant to which 
such masters as would forsake their slaves in 
sickness forfeited their rights on them after 
their recovery; and a Roman who would in- 
tentionally kill a slave was to be banished 
Rome. Any lady who would whip or order 
whipping of a slave, to such a degree that death 
ensued before the third day, was to be excom- 
municated for from five to seven years. 

The young Roman libertines often chose the 
disguise of a slaye’s dress for their love adven- 
ture. Rich people kept so great a crowd of 
slaves, that they did not know them all person- 
ally, and thus the introduction into houses 
was made easy. Sometimes, however, the 
master of the house got a hint, perhaps from 
the shrewd lady herself, and the intruder was 
flogged as a runaway slave, or a spy. Such 
an occurrence gave particular delight to the 
real slaves. It was a misfortune that hap- 
pened to the celebrated historian Sallust, who 
courted Faustina, daughter of Tulla, and wife to 





Milo. After having received a severe flogging, 
Sallust was released on paying a considerable 
sum. 

Caligula used the whip with his own hand, and 
on the spot; even upon people who, by talking 
too loudly at the theatre, spoilt his enjoyment of 
the players. He did not much care who the 
offender was. Even the vestals were not exempt 
from this punishment. The vestal Urbinia was 
whipped by a priest, and led in procession 
through the streets. Other vestals, we are 
told, had been whipped for the same offence. 
The guilty one, covered over with a thin veil, 
was whipped by a priest in a dark room. Even 
empresses were not always spared, at least in 
the Christian time and in Constantinople, where 
the mother of Justinian II. was so admonished. 
To be whipped, however, was, in the eyes of a 
Roman, the lowest disgrace, and for this reason 
judges ordered Christians to be whipped at their 
first examination. 

The custom of inflicting pain on the body in 
order to please Heaven did not begin with the 
Christians. Herodotus relates that, at Bubastis, 
all the Egyptians, men and women, attending 
the ceremonies, beat’ themselves whilst the fire 
was consuming the sacrifice. The Cariens 
living in Egypt did even more, as they used to 
cut their foreheads with knives to show that 
they were foreigners. The Syrians also beat 
and maltreated themselves in honour of the 
mother of their gods, and Apuleius describes a 
scene only equalled by the performances of 
medieval flagellators. 

We find the same custom in Greece, and es- ° 
pecially amongst the Lacedemonians, who used 
to flog themselves partly in honour of their 
gods, partly in order to become inured to pain. 
On a certain day a great number of youths were 
cruelly beaten at the altar of Diana; but it was 
voluntary, and the boys thronged to this rude 
sport ; it having been considered a great honour 
to be able to endure sharp flogging without 
uttering a sigh. The ceremony was carried on 
with great solemnity; a priestess of Diana, 
holding a small statue of the goddess in her 
hand, presided, and priests seriously examined 
the wounds inflicted by the whip, in order to 
discern future events by them. These painful 
exercises were encouraged by all parents, al- 
though some ambitious youths dropped dead 
under, or died after, the whipping, without 
having shed a tear. To such young heroes 
columns were erected in a public place. The 
custom outlived even the liberty of the Lacede- 
monians; and, in the timeof Tertuilian, the father 
of the Church, this festival was kept. The 
Thracians had adopted a like custom. 

There existed philosophical sects in Greece 
who instructed the youths in inurement to 
work, want, and pain. These philosophers 
and their pupils flogged themselves severely, 
or tore off parts of their skin with instru- 
ments made for the purpose for which they 
were often ridiculed by the philosophers of 
other schools. 

In Italy the feast of Lupereal had been kept 
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before the building of Rome. It fell on the 
15th of February, and was in honour of Pan. The 
skins of the sacrificed animals were cut into 
strips, with which the young men, after having 
beaten themselves, ran through the streets of 
Rome to whip all women they met. It was 
thought to be well with the woman who received 
ablow. The old religion, the republic, and the 
empire perished; but this merry festival was 
kept up by the Roman ladies. 

Seon introduced the whip into the law of 
the Jews. The instrument consisted of three 
strings, two of which were short, but the 
middle one long enough to embrace the 
whole body. The strokes were limited to thir- 
teen, as one stroke more would have been two 
stripes beyond the law. None of the Jewish 
writers recommended self-torment till the year 
in which two rabbis compiled the Babylonian 
Talmud, which introduced many new super- 
stitions into the Jewish rite. One of them 
was the voluntary flogging, afterwards called 
by the Christians “ discipline.” The Jews pro- 
ceeded in this manner: Two persons, feeling 
repentant, retired to a corner of the synagogue. 
Having confessed to each other their sins, one 
of them threw himself on the ground, lying north 
and south. His comrade then applied to his back 
thirty-uine stripes with a leathern strap, while 
the prostrate one, incessantly repeating the 
thirtv-eighth verse of the seventy-eighth psalm, 
struck his breast with his fist whenever the lash 
fell. When one had received his allowance, the 
two men changed places, and the ceremony 
was repeated as before 

This practice became general in the eleventh 
century. One of its chief patrons was the 
Cardinal Bishop of Ostia, Peter de Damiani. In 
his works he refers to the exploits of a monk, 
Dominicus, with whom he was personally ac- 
quainted. This monk often got through the 
penance of a hundred years in six days. Ac- 
cording to the rules of his monastery, three 
thousand strokes were one year’s penitence ; 
Dominicus, therefore, gave himself three hun- 
dred thousand strokes in less than a week. To 
accomplish this feat, he armed both his hands 
with rods, and Damiani tells us that the body of 
the holy man looked “like the herbs which an 
apothecary has crushed in a mortar for a ptisan.” 
Becoming used to the rods, Dominicus substi- 
tuted for them a more solid whip, with several 
leather tongues. This kind of devotion was 
not only the rule in all the monasteries and nun- 
neries, but spread over the whole Christian 
world. The devotees differed upon the question 
whetler it was better to slash the back or the 
lower parts of the body. Both ways, the upper 
and the lower discipline, were equally practised. 
Even princes and princesses were flogged by 
their severe spiritual directors. The widow of 
a Landgrave of Hesse and Thuringia, Elizabeth, 
daughter of King Andreas II. of Hungary, 
suffered much from the severity of her confessor, 
Courad of Marburg. He was suspected of being 
the lover of the princess, and when one of her 
friends, Schenk von Argula, hinted at this 





rumour, she folded back a part of her dress, 
saying, “You may see the Find of love this 
holy man bears to me, and I to bim.” Her 
skin was torn and bleeding from a severe 
whipping she had just had for a trifling disobe- 
dience. 

About the middle of the fourteenth century, 
a desperate longing for penitence came over the 
tis first manifesting itself in Perugia, by 
a great pilgrimage of penitents, who flogged 
at themselves cruelly. A flogging epidemic 
spread over Italy and Germany. Ten thousand 
penitents, headed by the clergy, with crosses 
and banners, overran the country. At first 
laughed at, and even refused entrance in the 
towns, they ended by infecting others with their 
insane zeal. At this time the Black Death was 
raging, and the end of the world was believed to 
be at hand. In Germany almost one half of the 
population died. The fanatics accused the Jews 
of having poisoned the wells, and these were 
persecuted and murdered by the mob, who were 
assisted by the pilgrims. The fanaticism became 
so ungovernable as to be dangerous to the 
Church, and Pope Clement VI. condemned the 
flagellators in a bull. Nevertheless, their prac- 
tices were continued for many years, though 
Church and State combined to put them down. 
At last, the Church resolved to patronise and 
take under her own control the brotherhoods of 
flagellators. In Rome there existed no less than 
a hundred of such fraternities, and they were 
also to be found in other Italian towns, in France, 
and Germany, flourishing especially during the 
sixteenth century; when the Jesuits patronised 
them. King Henry III. of France once ran 
through the streets with his courtiers, bare- 
footed. and clad in sackclotia, all flogging then- 
selves. Many confessors abused this custom of 
penance, and the discipline is not yet wholly 
out of date. Within the present century, scenes 
occurred in the neighbourhood of Salerno as 
atrocious as any that could have happened half 
a thousand years ago. 

Flogging in schools was customary, both 
among the ancient Greeks and Romans. Then, 
as they do now sometimes, masters abused 
their authority. Plutarch and Quintilian wrote 
against this manner of punishing children. In 
monasteries the novices were treated cruelly, 
and, while monks and priests were everywhere 
chosen as teachers, the custom of flogging pupils 
was athing of course. It was not even thought 
improper for a young monk to apply the rod to 
a young lady if she were his pupil. The his- 
tory of the unfortunate Abelard is known by 
every one, and he tells us himself that he often 
gave the rod to Heloise, not out of anger, but 
because of gentler feelings. How dangerous it is 
to beat young children with the rod Rousseau has 
argued, but we are told that many French nurses 
beat children confided to their care, because 
they think this exercise conducive to their right 
growth. 

The ladies of the New World appear to have 
been favoured with the power of the whip by 
law. Such a law prevailed amongst the Mozcas, 
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one of the tribes of New Granada, and was seen 
exemplified one day by the Spanish general 
Quesada. Happening to call on the chief of a 
place called Suesca, the general found him 
writhing under the discipline of all his nine 
wives. He had got drunk overnight with some 
Spaniards ; his affectionate executioners had car- 
ried him to bed that he might sleep himself 
sober, and awoke him in the morning to re- 
ceive the rigour of the law. 

Public schools were everywhere in close asso- 
ciation with the monasteries, or, at least, priests 


were directors of them. In many schools in| 


Austria, particularly in the nunnery schools, the 
rod is in its glory. In all schools under the 
direction of the Jesuits, corporal punishment 
has been thought to be of the greatest import- 
ance. In many German colleges the “ blue 
man” was a dread. The pupil in disgrace was 
led by the father director to the place of punish- 
ment, where a masked man awaited him, con- 
cealing under a large blue cloak an enormous 
birch, which he applied with great severity. 
We find a curious tale in Delolme’s Memorials 
of Human Superstition, about the fathers of St. 
Lazare, in Paris. Their establishment was a 
kind of banking-house, at which a cheque, payable 
in blows, was cashed for the bearer. Many 
parents or guardians availed themselves of this 
convenience in favour of refractory sons or 
pupils. Young people were sometimes clever 
enough to delude somebody else into the deli- 
very of the sealed cheque for a thrashing, 
which was always made payable to the bearer, 
notwithstanding all his protestations. Even 
ladies took revenge on faithless lovers by send- 
ing them with notes to the good fathers of St. 
Lazare, and the victims of the jest took care not 
to complain of the treatment they received, lest 
they should be laughed at by the public. This 
seminary became at last a terror of Paris. The 
fathers of St. Lazare lent their hands to such 
criminal dealings as occurred frequently in pri- 
vate lunatic asylums in England, and the govern- 
ment suppressed the institution. 

In Protestant schools the same folly pre- 
vailed. One Dr. Maier called the rods and sticks 
the school-swords given by the Lord into the 
hands of the schoolmasters after the fall of 
Adam. He called them also school-sceptres, 
before which the children were to bow, and 
school-weapons with which the devil was to be 
driven out of the hearts of young people. In 
the last century a particular feast of the rod 
was kept in some Protestant countries. On this 
solemn day all pupils made a pilgrimage to a 
neighbouring wood in order to gather birch 
branches which they tied into rods. They then 
returned home, singing half line | half 
jocular songs, outed through the streets, and 
finally gave their collection to the school- 
house. 

Amongst the Franks and Burgundians the 
rod and whip also played an important part in 
domestic discipline. In the old German epic, 
the Nibelungentied, the noble Chriemhild, sister 
to King Gunthar, was beaten by her adored 





husband, the hero Sigfried, for having told a 
secret which had been confided to her. Princess 
Gudrun, who was kept a prisoner by the wicked 
queen whose ugly son she had refused to marry, 
was bound to a bedpost and beaten with thorny 
rods. Ladies in those times were again more cruel 
than men, and we find several decrees of synods 
ordering excommunication for those who would 
beat their slaves to death. 

At the courts, even ladies of honour were 
beaten. Catherine de Medicis, Queen of France, 
not seldom laid her ladies over her knees, to 
punish them with her own hands. At the Kus- 
sian court the ladies of honour, down to a very 
recent time, suffered the rod for gossiping or 
over-freedom. The Semiramis of the North 
was very free with this kind of punishment, 
and thought, probably, not much of it, for it 
is reported that she sometimes got a_horse- 
whipping herself from her favourite Potem- 
kin. Paul the First was also very free with 
the stick, even upon ladies. The wife of 
a rich hotel-keeper, named Remuth, having 
neglected to leave her carriage to kneel down 
when meeting the emperor in the street, was 
carried off to the house of correction, and then 
beaten with rods three days consecutively. ‘he 
Empress Elisabeth of Russia, jealous of 
the beautiful wife of the Chancellor Bestus- 
chen, ordered the knout to be given her in 
public: after which ceremony the poor lady’s 
nose and ears were slit, and she was sent to 
Siberia. 

The rule in the houses and castles of Europe, 
a few centuries ago, was very strict, and the 
rod was thought necessary to the orderly manage- 
ment of servants. In many places it was held 
to be a personal offence to the master if any one 
dared to beat another person at a less distance 
than two hundred yards from the entrance. He 
who committed such an offence was dragged to 
the kitchen, where every one of the house offi- 
cers and servants struck him. Punishment. over, 
the head-cook, or the kitchen-master, preseuted 
the offender with a slice of bread, and the butler 
gave him a goblet of claret or other red wine. 
Such an execution, which in most cases was left 
to the discretion of the kitchen-people, was 
great fun to them, particularly if the offender 
was the house-priest or the jester. The pages 
of course came into a large inheritance of w hip- 
ping. Henry the Third of France at one 
time caused six score of pages and lacqueys 
to be whipped in the Louvre, for having 
mimicked, in the servants’ hall, the procession 
of the penitents, by hanging handkerchiefs 
over their faces with holes in the place of the 
eyes. 

"The people of the north of Europe were 
particularly cruel towards their dependents, 
sometimes even disabling them for life. Russia, 
the land of the knout, has had the worst emi- 
nence in this respect. Under the reign of Ca- 
therine the Second, lived a Russian princess 
who excelled in cruelty. When inclined to 
enjoy herself, she had one of her footmen whipped 
by one of her maid-servauts, or a maid by a 
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footman. This amusement was refined to the 
utmost in its cruelty, as the princess herself 
directed the operation, and ordered the most 
sensitive parts of the body to be struck. An 
unfortunate hairdresser was kept prisoner for 
ten years in a sort of dog-kennel, and cruelly 
whipped from time to time, as safeguard against 
his revelation of the secret that his mis- 
tress wore false hair. More rational is the 
Chinese custom of giving the court physician a 
=. every day as long as the emperor 
is ill. 

State recognition of the whip still prevails 
everywhere. The Roman laws used it even for 
capital punishment, when they condemned libel- 
lers to be whipped to death. The nations that 
adopted Roman law accommodated its practice 
to their individual taste. 

In Italy each province has its particular 
manner of whipping, and this kind of punish- 
ment was most frequently applied to breakers of 
a fast or to political offenders. The use of the 
whip was well maintained in Rome itself. Not 
many years ago, a whipping-post stood in the 
middle of the Navonne place. It was, however, 
too much trouble to convey thither all who were 
to be punished, and some genius invented the 
cavaletto, which is a small timber giraffe stand- 
ing on four legs, of which the two hinder ones 
are shorter. The two gendarmes help the de- 
linquent on the saddle, and, turning his head 
backward, force him into position. The execu- 
tioner never forgets to cross himself before be- 
ginning his exercitation, and, when all is done, 
the delinquent has to pay for his ride. This 
cavaletto haunts chiefly those places where the 
people crowd together. He who breaks the fast 
without having bought dispensation receives 
five-and-twenty lashes on the cavaletto. The 
keeper of a coffee-shop was punished in this 
manner for having, during time of fast, put 
eggs and milk on the breakfast table of an Eng- 
lishman. 

The ancient laws in Germany were very liberal 
with the whip, but public flogging has now been 
abolished almost everywhere, except in the 
houses of correction. The whip has ever been 
applied to political prisoners in different Ger- 
man countries; for instance, in Hesse. Not 
long ago a bill was brought in the Prussian 
chamber for the restoration of the good old 
flogging laws, of course without effect. 

As part of army discipline, corporal punish- 
ment was first abolished by the French. Running 
the gauntlet was very frequent in the Prussian 
army, when it consisted of the rabble kidnapped 
from all countries ; but it was abolished when 
every Prussian was obliged to serve his time. 
The punishment of the laths was substituted for 
it. The delinquent, thinly clad and without 


edge and placed closely together. This punish- 
ment was intensified by short allowance, and its 
longest term was six weeks; such a sentence 
only being pronounced where life would have 
been forfeit in time of war. The laths were 
abolished about twenty years ago. Caning is, 
however, not wholly abolished. Thieves, in the 
Prussian army, are placed “in the second class,” 
which means that they are deprived of military 
honour. They are distinguished by a grey 
cockade instead of a black and white one, and 
liable to punishment by the cane, which is 
always executed with many military ceremonies, 
and in presence of the whole battalion. When 
such a man, placed in the second class, has be- 
haved well for a certain time, he is reinstalled to 
honour with great ceremonies. ‘The colours of 
the regiment are waved over his head, and the 
national cockade is restored to him. In Prussian 
cadet-houses it is now strictly prohibited to beat 
the cadets ; no master or officer dare touch them, 
for a stroke is thought dishonouring. Thirty 
and forty years ago exceptions were made in rare 
cases, a cadets in Potsdam—where they are 
of the age from eleven to fourteem—were oc- 
casionally punished with birch rods. The ge- 
neral who attempted te punish a cadet in Berlin 
—where the youths are of the age from fourteen 
to eighteen—in a similar manner, met with de- 
termined resistance ; the cadet fortified himself 
in his bedroom, armed with his sword. When 
the room was forced open, he wounded a licu- 
tenant in the arm, and the general himself en- 
tering, received a sharp stroke over his cocked- 
hat. Another cadet in Berlin, threatened in 
the same manner, jumped out of the window 
from the third story, aud was killed on the 
spot. 

In the Austrian army, running the gauntlet is 
of frequent occurrence. 

In our own army, we still hold by the lash; 
but the use of it is perishing out of our public 
schools. We trust that the sticks of all the school- 
masters will soon be converted into firewood, 
and that we may never again read in an Eng- 
lish newspaper of suffering, and even death, in- 
flicted upon children by blows from the man 
= undertakes to help them up the hill of 
ife. . 





A new Serial Story, entitled 


A DAY’S RIDE: 
A LIFE’S ROMANCE, 
BY CHARLES LEVER, 


Will be commenced on the 18th August (in No. 69), 
and continued from week to week until completed. 
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shoes, was o into a kind of low cage, the 
bottom of which consisted of sharp laths set on 


TRAVELLER will also be published in No. 69. 
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